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NOTE BY THE EDITOR 


W ITH the battle of the Sea of Japan another turning-point 
in the brief course of recorded human history has been 
reached. Whatever the outeonie of the negotiation^^ for peaee^ one 
thing is s^ure: for better^ for wejrse, and xvhether xce xvill o?' no, the 
West must knoxv the JJast, and the JJast must knoxv the West. With 
that knoxvlcdgc xci/l inevitably come an intei'change of potent influ- 
enees, of influences that xoilt affect pi ofoundly the leligion and 
mored^, the philosophy^, the literature, the art, in short, all the ele- 
ments that make up the civilizations of the txvo hemisphci es. It is a 
part of the lesj^nsihility resting upon the molders and leaders of 
the thought afd life of our time, and upon our IJnwcrsities hi par- 
ticular, to see to it that these nexi forves, niighty for good or for evil, 
are directed aright. 

IVie fridt fulness cf those srions of Western iniyilization xckich the 
Japanese have grafted upon their oxen stock is to-day Me* 
of the xvorld. In our xvonder, let us not forget that that stock is the 
groxeth (f centuries, and that it is I'ooted in a soil ef racial char- 
acter informed by ethical ideals xvhich xvc a?'c xvont to regard, xvith 
arrogant sclf-complaeency, as exclusively pr oper to Christianity but 
xvhich xvere, in fact, inculcated txvoityfour eenturies ago thr'ough 
precept and example by Ciotama the Enlightened, or, as the Ilindus 
called him, Ootama the Buddha. It has often been said that India 
has never injluenced the development cf humanit y as a xvhole. Be that 
as it may, it noxv seems no less probable than strange that she is yet 
destined to do so, on the one hand, indirect^^^^ through the iiifhieiice 
of Indian Buddhism upon Japan, and, on the other, directly, by the 
diffusion in the West cf a knoxvledgc cf her sacred xvritings, espe- 
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NOTE BY THE EDITOR 


daily those of Kcdantism and llnddhism. I'o judge the Kast aright, 
"we must knotv not only what she is, but also how she has become what 
she is; Icnoic, in short, some of the principal phases of her spiritual 
history as they arc reflected in her ancient idcraturc, cspedally that 
of India. To interpret to the West the thought of the Kast, to bring 
her best and noblest achievenumts to bear upon our life, — that is to- 
day the problem of Oriental philology. 

The tlarxHird Oriental Series embodies an attempt to present to 
Western scholars, in t?'ustworthy tacts and translations, some of the 
greatest works of the Hindu literature and philosophy and religion, 
together with certain instruments, such as the l^edic Concordance 
or the History oj' the Beast- fable, for their critical study or eluci- 
dation. Some accoxint of the x'olumes eompleted or in progress may 
be found at the end cf this book. Dr. llydcr,j)assing by for the pre- 
sent the moj'c momentous themes (f religion and philosophy, has in 
this X)olu me attempted to show what the Indian genius, in its stretigth 
and in its zceakness, could do in the field of literature pure and 
simple. The timeliness (>f the Se7'ies as a w'hole is an elorfuent tribute 
to the discernment of my loxxed and xin for gotten pupil and friend, 
Henry Clai-ke Watren. I ft him were united not only the rvill and the 
ability to establish such a jndjlication as this, but also the Icai'ning 
and insight which encdilcd him to foi ccast in a general way its pos- 
.sibilities of usefulness. He knezv that the East had many a lesson to 
teach the ICest; but whether the lesson be rejiose of spirit or hygiene 
(fthe soldier in the field, zvhether it be the divine immanence or sim- 
plicity (f life or the ovet'coming of evil zvith good, he knezv that the 
Jir.d lesso7i to be taught us was the teachable habit of rnmd. 

C. R. L. 


June, 1905 



PREFACE 


T he text chosen as the basis of this translation is that given 
in the edition of Parab,^ and I have chosen it for the follow- 
ing reasons. Parab’s edition is the most recent, and its editor is a 
most admirable Sanskrit scholar, who, it seems to me, has in 
several places understood the real meaning of the text better than 
his predecessors. This edition contains the comment of Prthvi- 
dhara; it is far freer from misprints than many texts printed in 
India, and, in respect to arrangement and typography, it is clear 
and convenient. Resides, it is easily obtainable and very cheap. This 
last consideration may prove to be of importance, if the present 
translation should be found helpful in the class-room. F or the sake 
of cataloguers, I note that the proper transliteration of the Sanskrit 
names of this title according to the rules laid down by the Ameri- 
can Library Association i»i its Journal for 1885, is as follows: 
Mrcchakatika; (,aidraka; Prthvklhara; Kac^inatlui Panduranga I^a- 
raba; Nirnaya-Sagara. 

The verse-numeration of each act follows the edition of l^arab; 
fortunately, it is almost identical with the numeration in the edi- 
tions of Godabole and Jivananda. For the convenience of those 
who may desire to consult this book in connection with Stenzler’s 
edition, I have added references at the top of the page to that edi- 
tion as well as to the edition of J^irab. In these references, the 
letter P. stands for Parab, the letter S. for Stcnzler. 

Tliere are a few passages in which I have dev iated from Parab’s 
text. A list of such passages is given on page 177. From this list 

^ The Mrieh<‘hhakatika of Siidrnka with tlie eoninieiitary of Crithvulhara. Kclilod by Kiishi- 
niith Paiulurant:: Parab. Bombay: Niriiaya-SajLi^ar Press. 1900. Priee I llupee. It may be had 
of O. Harrassowitz in Leipzig fur 2^ Marks. 
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I have omitted a few minor matters, such as slight misprints and 
wliat seem to me to be errors in the chaya; these matters, and the 
passages of unusual interest or difficulty, 1 shall treat in a series 
of notes on the play, which I hope soon to publish in the Journal 
of the American Oriental Society. It is hardly necessary to give 
reasons for tlie omission of the passage inserted by Nilakantha 
in the tenth act (Parab, 288. *3— 292.9). This passage is explicitly 
declared by tradition to be an interpolation by another hand, and 
it is clearly shown to be such by internal evidence. It will be noticed 
that the omission of this passage causes a break in the verse- 
numeration of the tenth act, where the verse-number 54 is fol- 
lowed by the number 58. 

Of the books which have been useful to me in the present work, 
I desire to mention especially the editions of Stenzler, Ciodabole, 
.Tivilnanda A’'idyasagara, and Parab; the commentaries of I*rtlivi- 
dhara, I.,alla(hksita, and .Jivananda; further, the translations of 
Wilson, llegnaud, and Biihtlingk. 

A number of friends were kind enough to read my manuscript, 
and each contributed something. I wish to mention especially my 
friend and pupil, Mr. W alter E. Clark, of Harvard University, 
whose careful reading of botli text and translation was fruitfid of 
many good suggestions. 

But by far my greatest personal indebtedness is to l*rofessor 
Ijanman, whose generous interest in my work has never flagged 
from the day when 1 began the study of Sanskrit under his guid- 
ance. He has criticized this translation with the utmost rigor; in- 
deed, the pages are few which have not witnessed some improve- 
ment from his hand. It is to him also that I owe the accuracy 
and beauty which characterize the printed book ; nothing has been 
hard enough to weary him, nothing small enough to escape him. 



PREFACE 


xm 


And more than all else, I am grateful to him for the opportunity 
of publisliing in the Harvard Oriental Series ; for this series is that 
enterprise which, since the death of Professor Whitney, most 
honorably upholds in this country the standards of aecurate scholar- 
ship set by the greatest of American Sanskritists. 

ARTHUR W. RVDER 

Harvard University 
May 1905 




INTRODUCTION 


I. THE ArJTHOR AND THE PLAY 

C oncerning the Ufe, the date, and the very identity of 
King Shudraka, the reputed author of The Little Clay Cart, 
we are curiously ignorant. No other work is ascribed to liini, and 
we have no direct information about liim, beyond the somewhat 
fanciful statements of the Prologue to this play, 'rhere are, to be 
sure, many tales which cluster about the name of King Sliudraka, 
but none of them represents him as an author. Yet our very lack of 
information may prove, to some extent at least, a disguised bless- 
ing. For our ignorance of external fact compels a closer study of 
the text, if we would find out what manner of man it was who 
wrote the play. /Vnd the case of King Shudraka is by no means 
unique in India; in regard to every great Sanskrit writer,— so bare 
is Sanskrit literature of biography, we are forced to cojicentrate 
attention on tiie man as he re\'eals himself in his works. First, how- 
ever, it may be woi th ’i\'hile to compare Shudrakii witli two other 
great dramatists of India, and thus to discover, if we may, in what 
ways he excels them or is excelled by them. 

Kalidasa, Sliudraka, Bhavabhuti - assuredly, these are tlie great- 
est names in the history of the Indian drama. So different are these 
men, and so great, that it is not possible to assert for any one of 
them such supremacy as Shakspere holds in the English drama. 
It is true that Killidfisa’s dramatic masterpiece, tlic Sliakuntala, 
is the most widely known of the Indian plays. It is true that the 
tender and elegant Kalidasa has been called, with a not wholly for- 


^ For an illuminating: discussion of these matters, the read<T is referred to Sylvain Levi’s ad 
Tiiirable work, Le Theatre Tndien, Paris, pag’es l?)f) 211. 
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tunate enthusiasm, the “Shakspere of India.” But this rather ex- 
clusive admiration of the ShakuntaliX results from lack of informa- 
tion about the other great Indian dramas. Indeed, it is partly due 
to the accident that only the Shakuntalii became known in trans- 
lation at a time when romantic Europe was in full sympathy with 
the literature of India. 

Bhavabhuti, too, is far less widely known than Kalidiisa; and for 
this the reason is deeper-seated. The austerity of Bhavabhuti s style, 
his lack of humor, his insistent grandeur, are qualities which pre- 
vent his being a truly popular poet. With reference to Kalidasa, 
he holds a position such as Aeschylus holds with reference to Eu- 
ripides. He will always seem to minds that sympathize with his 
grandeur^ the greatest of Indian poets; while by other equally dis- 
cerning minds of another order he will be admired, but not pas- 
sionately loved.’ 

Yet however great the diflTerence between Kalidasa, “the grace 
of poetry, ’^ and Bhavabhuti, “the master of elo(juence,”^ these two 
authors are far more intimately allied in spirit than is either of 
them with the author of 'fhe I kittle Clay Cart. '‘Kalidasa and Bhava- 
bhuti are Hindus of the Hindus: the Shakuntala and the Uatter 
Acts of Rama could h.ave been written nowhere save in India: 
but Shudraka, alone in the long line of Indian dramatists, has a 
cosmopolitan character. Shakiintalfi is a Hindu maid, Mildhava is 
a Hindu hero; but Sansthiinaka and Maitreya and Madanika, are 
citizens of the world. In some of the more striking characteristics of 
Sanskrit literature — in its fondness for system, its elaboration of 
style, its love of epigram — Kalidasa and Bhavabhuti are far truer 

1 In his Mahitiinadhava, i. he say.s: “Whoever they mcay be who now proc'Iaim their con> 
t(‘iiipt tor rue, - they know .something, but work was not for them. Yet there will arise a 
man of nature like mine own ; for time i.s endless, and the world is w'ide." This seems prophetic 
of John Milton. 2 Prasannaraghava, i. 2'-J. 2 Mahaviraearita, i. t- 



INTRODUCTION xvii 

to their native land than is Shudraka. In Shudraka we find few 
of those splendid phrases in which, as the Chinese* say, “ it is only 
the words which stop, the sense goes on,” — phrases like Kalidasa’s^ 
“there are doorsof the inevitable everywhere,”or Hhavabhriti’s'*“for 
causeless love there is no remedy.” As I'egards the predominance of 
swift-moving action over the poetical expression of great truths. 
The Ijittle Clay Cart stands related to the I .ratter Acts of Rjima as 
Macbeth does to Hamlet. Again, Shudraka's style is simple and di- 
rect, a rare quality in a Hindu ; and although this style, in the pas- 
sages of higher emotion, is of an exquisite simplicity, yet Shudraka 
cannot infuse into mere language the chartn which we find in Kali- 
dasa or the majesty which wc find in Bhavabhuti. 

Yet Shudraka’s limitations in regard to stylistic power are not 
without their compensation, b’or love of style slowly strangled origi- 
nality and enterprise in Indian poets, and ultimately proved the 
death of Sanskrit literature. Now just at this point, where other 
Hindu writers are weak, Shudraka stands forth preeminent. No- 
where else in the hundreds of Sanskrit dramas do we find such va- 
riety, and such drawing of character, as in The Kittle Clay Cart; 
and nowhere else, in the drama at least, is there such humor. Let 
us consider, a little moi’c in detail, these three cliaracteristics of 
our author; his variety, his skill in the drawing of character, his 
humor. 

To gain a rough idea of Shudraka’s variety, we have only to re- 
call the names of the acts of the play. Here 'rhe Shampooer who 
Gambled and 'Fhe Hole in tlie Wall arc shortly followed by ’Phe 
Storm ; and The Swapping of the Bullock-carts is closely succeeded 
by 'Fhe Strangling of N'^asantasenii. F''rom farce to tragedy, from 


^ History of Chinese literature, by H. A. Giles, pages I tA 1U>. 

- Shakuntala, i. lo. ^ Latter Aets of Rama, v. 17. 
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satire to pathos, runs the story, with a breadth truly ShaksperiaiL 
Here we have philosophy: 

The hu‘k tyf money h the root of all evil. (i. 14) 

And pathos: 

My body ml by tea7'-droj)s^fallmf»'^ fallm 
My limbs polluted by the liln^ing' mud; 

Flowers from the f^raveyard torn,, my xereath appalling; 

For ghastly san'ifce hoarse ravens callings 

And for the fragrant incense of my blood. (.r. d) 

And nature description: 

Hut misti'ess^ do not scold the lightning. She is your friend,, 

This golden cord that trembles on the hy east 
Of great Airdvata; upon the cre.Ht 
Of roclcy hills this batmer all ablarse; 

This lamp in Indyvis palace; but tfwst blest 

As lelling xvhere your most beloved stays. (v. r>:/) 

And genuine bitterness: 

Pride ay id tricks aiul lies and fraud 
Aye in your face ; 

False playground (f the lustful god,, 

Such is your face ; 

The wendi s stock hi trade y in finCy 
Fpitome <fJoys divine^ 
f yywan your face — 

For .sale! the py'iee is courtesy, 

I trust you 11 find a niayi to buy 

Your face. (v. d6) 

It is natural that Shudraka should choose for the expression of 
matters so diverse that type of drama which gives the greatest 
scope to the author’s ereati^^e power. This type is the so-called 
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“drama of invention,”^ a category curiously subordinated in India 
to the heroic drama, the plot of which is drawn from history or 
mythology. Indeed, The I^ittle Clay Cart is the only extant drama 
which fulfils the spirit of the drama of invention, as defined by the 
Sanskrit canons of dramaturgy. The plot of the “Malati and Ma- 
dhava,” or of the “ Mallika and Maruta,” is in no true sense the in- 
vention of the author; and The I..ittle Clay Cart is the only drama 
of invention which is “full of rascals. 

But a spirit so powerful as that of King Shudraka could not be 
confined within the strait-jacket of the nunute, and sometimes 
puerile, rules of the technical works. In the very title of the drama, 
he has disregarded the rule'* that the name of a drama of invention 
should be formed by compounding the names of heroine and hero.* 
Again, the hooks prescribe® that the hero shall appear in every act; 
yet Charudatta does not appear in acts ii., iv., vi., and viii. And 
further, various characters, V^asanta.seua, Maitreya, the courtier, 
and others, have vastly gained because they do not conform too 
closely to the technical definitions. 

The characters of The I attfeClay Cai-t are living men and women. 
Even when the type makes no strong aj)peal to Western minds, 
as in the case of Charudatta, the character lives, in a sense in whi<!h 
Dushyanta® or even Kilina^ can hardly be said to live. Shudraka’s 
men are better individualized than his women; this fact alone dif- 
ferentiates him sharpl}^ from other Indian dramatists. lie draws 
on everj' class of societj^ from the high-souled Brahman to the 
executioner and the hou.semaid. 

His greatest character is unquestionably Saiisthrinaka, this com- 

^ Prakarana. iJhtirtaisamkula : nacariipa, iii. •’ Hahltyadtirpan^^ 

^ As ill Mfilatl-madhava. 5 Da<;arupa, iii. 33. « In Kalidiisa’s Shakiintala. 

In Bhavabhuti's Latter Acts of Kama. 
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bination of ignorant conceit, brutal lust, and ciuining, this greater 
than Cloten, who, after strangling an innocent woman, can say:' 
“Oh, come! liet’s go and play in the pond.” Most attractive char- 
acters are the five^ conspirators, men whose home is “east of Suez 
and the ten commandments.” They live from hand to mouth, ready 
at any moment to steal a gem-casket or to take part in a revolution, 
and preserving through it all their character as gentlemen and their 
irresistible conceit. And side by side with them moves the hero 
Charudatta, the Buddhist beau-ideal of manhood, 

A tree of life to them 7oliosc sornnes grozi’, 

lieneath it.i fruit of virtue hendiug hm. (i. Jf) 

To him, life itself is not dear, but only honor. Ue values wealth 
only as it supplies him with the means of serving others. We may, 
with some justice, compare him with Antonio in The Merchant 
of Venice. There is some inconsistency, from our point of view, 
in making such a character the hero of a love-drama; and indeed, 
it is Vasantasenii who does most of the love-making.' 

Vasantasena is a character with neither the girlish charm of 
Shakuntalii ^ nor the mature womanly dignity of Slta.® She is 
more admirable than lovable. Witty and wise she is, and in her 
love as true as steel; this too, in a social position which makes such 
constancy difficult. Yet she cannot be called a great character; she 
does not seem so true to life as her clever maid, Madanika. In 
making the heroine of his play a courtezan, Shudraka follows a 
suggestion of the technical works on the drama; he does not 
thereby cast any imputation of ill on \'asantasenri s character. The 
courtezan class in India corresponded roughly to the hefaera; of 

1 See page 1‘3R. - Aryaka, Darduraka, Chaiidanaka, Sharvilaka, and the courtier. 

3 See X. 27. ^ See v. i(> and the following stage-direction. 

5 III Kalida.sa'.s play of that name. In Bhavabhiiti’s I.atter Acts of Rarna. 
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ancient Greece or the geishas of Japan; it was possible to be a 
courtezan and retain one’s self-respect. Yet the inherited ^ way of 
life proves distasteful to Vasantasena; her one desire is to escape 
its limitations and its dangers by becoming a legal wife.‘^ 

In Maitreya, the X’^idushaka, we find an instance of our author’s 
masterly skill in giving life to the dry bones of a rhetorical defini- 
tion. The Vidushaka is a stock character who has something in 
common with a jester; and in Maitreya the essential traits of the 
character — eagerness for good food and other creature comforts, 
and blundering devotion to his friend -are retained, to be sure, 
but clarified and elevated by his quaint humor and his readiness 
to follow Charudatta even in death. The grosser traits of the typi- 
cal V^idushaka are lacking. Maitreya is neither a glutton nor a fool, 
but a simple-minded, whole-hearted friend. 

The courtier is another character suggested by the technical 
works, and transformed by the genius of Shfidraka. He is a man 
not only of education and social refinement, but also of real no- 
bility of nature. But he is in a false position from the first, this 
true gentleman at the wretched court of King Ptllaka; at last he 
finds the courage to break away, and risks life, and all that makes 
life attractive, by backing Aryaka. Of all the conspirators, it is he 
who runs the greatest risk. To his protection of Vasantasena is 
added a touch of infinite pathos when we remember that he was 
himself in love with her.'^ Only when X’^asantasena leaves him^ with- 
out a thought, to enter Charudatta’s house, does he realize how 
much he loves her; then, indeed, lie breaks forth in words of tlic 
most passionate jealousy. We need not linger over the other char- 
acters, except to observ^e that each has his marked individuality, 

^ See viii. IS. - See pages fiA «(» and page 171.. 

^ See viii. 38; and <*ompare the words, “ Yet love bids me prattle,” on page Hfi. * Pagt* 87. 
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and that each helps to make vivid this picture of a society that 
seems at first so remote. 

Shudraka’s humor is the third of his vitiilly distinguishing quali- 
ties. This humor has an American flavor, both in its puns and in 
its situations. The plays on words can seldom be adequately re- 
produced in translation, but the situations are independent of 
language. And Shudraka’s humor runs the whole gjimut, from grim 
to farcical, from satirical to quaint. Its variety and keenness are 
such that King Shudraka need not fear a comparison with the 
greatest of Occidental writers of comedies. 

It remains to say a word about the construction of the play. 
Obviously, it is too long. More than this, the main action halts 
through acts ii. to v., and during these episodic acts we almost 
forget that the main plot concerns the love of \^asantasena and 
Charudatta. Indeed, we have in The I..ittle Clay Cart the material 
for tw'o plays. The larger part of act i. forms with acts vi. to x. a 
consistent and ingenious plot ; while the remainder of act i. might 
be combined with acts iii. to v. to make a pleasing comedy of 
lighter tone. The second act, clever as it is, has little real connec- 
tion either with the main plot or with the story of tlie gems. The 
breadth of treatment which is observable in this play is found in 
many other specimens of the Sanskrit drama, which has set itself 
an ideal different from that of our own drama. The lack of dra- 
matic unity and consistency is often compensated, indeed, by 
lyrical beauty and charms of style; but it suggests the question 
whether we might not more justly speak of tlie Sanskrit plays as 
dramatic ])oeins than as dramas. In The Idttle Clay Cart, at any 
rate, we could ill afford to spare a single scene, even though the 
very richness and variety of the play remove it from the class of 
the world’s greatest dramas. 
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IL THE TRANSLATION 

Tiik following translation is sufficiently different from previous 
translations of Indian plays to require a word of explanation. I'he 
difference consists cliiefly in the manner in which I have endea- 
vored to preserve the form of the original, 'fhe Indian plays are 
written in mingled prose and verse; and the verse pt)i'tion fonns 
so large a part of the whole that the manner in which it is ren- 
dered is of much irnportsince. Now this vei'se is rmt analogous to 
the iambic trimeter of Sophocles or tlie blank v-erse of Shakspere, 
but roughly corresponds to the Greek choruses or the occasional 
rhymed songs of the Klizabethan stage. In other words, the verse 
portion of a Sanskrit drama is not narrative; it is sometimes de- 
scriptive, but more commonly lyrical: each stanza sums up the 
emotional impression which the preceding action or dialogue has 
made upon one of the actors. Such matter is in English cast into 
the form of the rhymed stanza; an<l so, although rhymed verse is 
very rarely eniploycd in classical Sanskrit, it seems the most ap- 
jiropriate vehicle for the translation of the stanzas of a Sanskrit 
drama. It is true that we occasionally find stanzas whic;h might 
fitly be rendered in English blank verse, and, more fre(|uently, 
stanzas which are so prosaic as not to deserve a rendering in Eng- 
lish verse at all.’ But, as the present translation may be I’egarded 
as in some sort an experiment, I have preferred to hold rigidly to 
the distinction found in the original between simple prose and 
types of stanza which seem to me to correspond to English rhymed 
verse. 

It is obvious that a translation into verse, and especially into 
rhymed verse, cannot be as literal as a translation into prose ; this 


^ Stanzas of the; latter sort in The Little ('lay Cart arc vii. "2 and viii. 5. 
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disadvantage I have used my best pains to minimize. I hope it 
may be said that notliing of real moment has been omitted from 
the verses; and where lack of metrical skill has eompelled ex- 
pansion, 1 have striven to make the additions as insignificant as 
possible. 

There is another point, however, in which it is hardly feasible 
to imitate the original ; this is tlie difference in the dialects used 
by the various characters. In 'fhe Little Clay Cart, as in other 
Indian dramas, some of the characters speak Sanskrit, others I*ra- 
krit. Now Pnikrit is the generic nazne for a number of dialects 
derived from the Sanskrit and closely akin to it. The inferior per- 
.sonages of an Indian play, and, with rare exceptions, all the 
women, speak one or another of these Prakrits. Of the thirty 
characters of this play, for example, only five (Charudatta, the 
courtier, Aryaka, Sharvilaka, and the judge) speak Sanskrit;^ the 
others speak various I'rakrit dialects. Only in the case of San- 
sthanaka have I made a rude attempt to suggest the dialect by 
substituting sk for s as he does. And the grandiloquence of Shar- 
vilaka's Sanskrit in the satirical portion of the third act I liave 
endeavored to imitate. 

W^hcnever the language of the original is at all technical, the 
translator labors under peculiar difficulty. 'I'hus the legal terms 
found in the ninth act are inadetjuately rendered, and, to some ex- 
tent at least, inevitably so; for the legal forms, or lack of forms, 
pictured there were never contemplated by the makers of the Eng- 
lisli legal vocabulary. It may be added here that in rendering from a 
literature so artificial as the Sanskrit, one must lose not only the 
sensuous beauty of tlie verse, but also many plays on words. 

In I'egard to the not infrequent repetitions found in the text, I 

1 This statement requires a sligtit limitatiun ; compare, for example, the footnote to page 8‘2. 
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have used my best judgment. Such repetitions have been given in 
full where it seemed to me that the force or unity of the passage 
gained by such treatment, or where the original repeats in full, as 
in the case of v. 7, w'hich is identical with iii. 29. Elsewhere, I have 
merely indicated the repetition after the manner of the original. 

The reader will notice that there was little eftbil to attain real- 
ism in the presentation of an Indian play, lie need not be sur- 
prised therefore to find (page 145) that \^iraka leaves the court- 
room, mounts a horse, rides to the suburbs, makes an investiga- 
tion and returns — all within the limits of a stage-direction. 'Fhe 
simplicity of presentation also makes {)ossible sudden shifts of 
scene. In the first act, for example, there ai-e six scenes, which take 
place alternately in Charudatta’s house and in the street outside. 
In those cases where a character enters “seated ’’ or “asleep, ” I have 
substituted the verb “appear” for the verb “enter”; yet 1 am not 
sure that this concession to realism is wise. 

The system of transliteration which I liave adopted is intended 
to render the pronunciation of proper names as simple as may be 
to the English reader. 'Die consonants are to be pronounced as in 
English,^ the vowels as in Italian. Diacritical marks have been 
avoided, with the exception of the macron. 'I'liis sign has been used 
consistently ’ to mark long vowels except c and o, which are always 
long. Three rules suffice for the placing of the accent. A long pe- 
nult is accented: Maitreya, Charudatta. If the penult is short, the 
antepenult is accented provided it be long: Sansthanaka. If both 
penult and antepenult of a four-syllabled word are short, the pre- 
antepenultiniate receives the accent: Madanika, Sthavaraka. 

1 But the c-ombination th sliould be pronouneed as in ant-hill^ not as in thin or this ; similarly 
dh a.s in mml-honse ; hh as in ahhor. 

2 Except in the names Aryaka and Ahinta, where typographical considerations have led to the 
omission of the macron over the initial letter; and except also in head-lines. 
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III. AN OUTLINE OF THE PLOT 

Act I., entitled The Gems arc left Behind. Evening of the first 
day. — After the prologue, Charudatta, who is within his house, 
converses with his friend Maitreya, and deplores his poverty. 
While they are speaking, ^'’asantasena appears in the .street outside. 
She is pursued by the courtier and Sansthanaka; the latter makes 
her degrading offers of his love, which she indignantly i-ejeets. 
Charudatta sends Maitreya from the house to offer sacrifice, and 
through the open door Vasantasena slips unobserved into the 
house. Maitreya returns after an altercation with San.sthanaka, and 
recognizes Vasantasena,. \^asantasena leaves a casket of gems in the 
house for safe keeping and returns to her home. 

Ac’i’ IT., entitled The Shampooer who Gambled. Second day. — 
'I'he act opens in V'asantascna's house. Vasantasena confe.sses to her 
maid Madanika her love for Charudatta. ff''hen a shampooer appeal’s 
in the street, pursued by the gambling-master and a gambler, who 
demand of him ten gold-pieces which he has lo.st in the gambling- 
house. At this point 13arduraka enters, and engages the gambling- 
master and the gambler in an angry discussion, during which the 
shampooer escapes into V’'a,santasena’s house. When ^^asantasen^l 
learns that the shampooer had once served Charudatta, she pays his 
debt; the grateful shampooer re.solves to turn monk. As lie leaves 
the house he is attacked by a runaway elephant, and saved by 
Karnapuraka, a servant of Vasantasena. 

Act III., entitled The Hole in (he Wall. The night following the 
second day. — Charudatta and Maitreya return home after mid- 
night from a concei’t, and go to sleep. Maitreya has in his hand the 
gem-casket which Vasantasena has left behind. Sharvilaka enters. 
He is in love with Madiinika, a maid of V'asantasena’s, and is re- 
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solved to acquire by theft the means of buying her freedom, lie 
makes a hole in the wall of the house, enters, and steals the casket 
of gems which Vasantasena had left. Charudatta wakes to find 
casket and thief gone. His wife gives him her pearl necklace with 
which to make restitution. 

Act IV^., entitled 3Iadanika a7id Sharvilaka. Third day. — Shar- 
vilaka comes to Vasantasena’s house to buy Madanika’s freedom. 
Vasantasena overhears the facts concerning the theft of her gem- 
easket from Chilrudatta’s house, but accepts the casket, and gives 
Madanika her freedom. As Sharvilaka leaves the house, he hears 
that his friend Aryaka, w'ho had been imprisoned by the king, has 
escaped and is being pursued. Sharvilaka departs to lielp liim. 
Maitreya comes from Charudatta with the pearl necklace, to re})ay 
V^asantasena for the gem-casket. She accepts the necklace also, as 
giving her an excuse for a visit to Charudatta. 

Act V’^., entitled The Stor7n. Evening of the third day. - Cha- 
rudatta appears in the garden of his house. Here lie receives a ser- 
vant of V’^asantasena, who announces that Vasantasena is on her 
way to visit him. \'^asantasena then appears in the street with the 
courtier ; the two describe alternately the violence and beauty of the 
storm which has suddenly arisen. V'^asantasenii dismisses the cour- 
tier. enters the garden, and explains to Charudatta how she has 
again come into possession of the gem-casket. Meanwhile, the storm 
has so increased in violence that she is compelled to spend the night 
at Charudatta’s house. 

Act VI., entitled The Stvappi//^ of the IiHllock-c(i7'1s. Morning of 
the fourth day. — Here she meets Charudatta’s little son, Roliasena. 
'Fhe boy is peevish because lie can now liave only a little clay cart 
to play with, instead of liner toys. Vasantasena gives him her 
gems to buy a toy cart of gold. Charudatta’s servant drives up to 
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take Vasantaseiifl in Charudatta’s bullock-cart to the park, where 
she is to meet CharudattJi ; but while V'asantasena. is making ready, 
he drives away to get a cushion. Then Sansthanaka’s servant drives 
up with his master’s cart, which Vasantasenii enters by mistake. 
Soon after, Charudatta’s servant returns with his cart. 'J’hen the 
escaped prisoner Aryaka appears and enters Charudatta’s cart. 
I'wo policemen come on the scene; they are searching for Aryaka. 
One of them looks into the cart and discovers Aryaka, but agrees 
to protect him. This he does by deceiving and finally maltreating 
his companion. 

Ac r VII., entitled Aryaka' s Kscape. Fourth day. — Charudatta 
is awaiting Vasantasenu in the park. His cart, in w'hich Aryaka lies 
hidden, appears. Charudatta discovers the fugitive, removes his 
fetters, lends him the cart, and leaves the park. 

Act V^III., entitled The Strangling of Vasaniasena. Fourth 
day. — A Ruddhist monk, the shampooerof the second act, enters 
the park. He has difficulty in escaping from Sansthanaka, wdio 
appears with the courtier. Sansthanaka’s servant drives in with the 
cart which V’usantasena had entered by mistake. Slie is discovered 
by Sansthanaka, who pursues her with insulting offers of love. 
When .she repulses him, Sansthanaka gets rid of all witncs.ses, 
strangles her, and leaves her for dead. The Buddhist monk enters 
again, revives Vasantasena, and conducts her to a monastery. 

Act IX., entitled The Trial. Fifth day. — Sansthanaka accuses 
Cliarudatta of murdering V^a.santasena for her money. In the course 
of the trial, it appears that Vasantjisena had spent the night of the 
storm at C’harudatta’s house; that .she had left the house the next 
morning to meet Charudatta in the park; that there had been a 
struggle in the park, which apparently ended in the murder of a 
woman. Charudatta’s friend, Maitrcya, enters with the gems which 
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Vjisantasena had left to buy Charudatta’s son a toy cai-t of gold. 
These gems fall to the floor during a scuffle between Maitreya and 
Sansthanaka. In view of Charudatta’s poverty, this seems to esta- 
blish the motive for the crime, and Charudatta is condemned to 
death. 

Act X., entitled T'Jie JEtul. Sixth day. — '^Pwo headsmen are con- 
ducting Charudatta to the place of execution. Clalrudatta takes 
his last leav^e of his son and his friend JMaitreya. Jlut Sansthilnaka’s 
servant escapes from confinement and betrays the truth; yet he is 
not believed, owing to the cunning displayed by his master. 'J'he 
headsmen are preparing to execute C'hn,rudatta, when \'asantasena 
herself appears upon the scene, accompanied by the liuddhist 
monk. Her appearance puts a summary end to the proceedings. 
I'hen news is brought that Aiyaka has killed and supplanted the 
former king, that he wishes to reward Clulrudatta, and that he has 
by royal edict freed \’'asantasena from the necessity of living as a 
courtezan. Sansthanaka is brought before Charudattji for sentence, 
but is pardoned by the man whom he liad so grievously injured, 
'riie play ends with the usual Kpilogue. 
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CHARiTDArrA, a Ttrahmun merchant 
Rohaskxa, his son 
M AiTR KV A , h is frie ml 
Vaedhamanaka, a servant in his honse 

Sans'fhanaka, hrother-in-Unc of Kinfr Palaka 
Stiiavakaka, his scri^ant 
Another Servant o/‘Saxstiian;aka 

A C our tier 

Auvaka, a he7'dsman icho heeonies khtff 
Shakvilaka^ a lirahrnan^ in love with Maoaxika 

A Shampooer^ who hecornes a Buddhist monk 
Matiiura, a ffa?rd)ling'-7n aster 
Darditraka, /I gambler 
A notJier Gambler 


Karnappraka 
K rMRHlLAKA 


ser < HI n ts of \ a s a n t a s k k a 


Vi R aka ^ 

Chandanaka / 


polieeinen 


Go HA 1 

AhInta / 


headsmen 


Hastaid pages^ in Vasan tasena''s house 
A Judgc\ a Gild-warden^ a i 'leik^ and a Beadle 


Vasantasena, a e07irtezan 
Her Mother 

Madanik A, maid to VasaxTvVSENa 
Another Maid to \ asaxtasp:na 

yV//' IVi/e of Chauudatta 

Kadaxika, a maid in CHAHUDA'rrA’s house 

SCENE 

Ij.ptayix’[ (ealled also Avantf) and its Environs 



THE LITTLE CLAY CART 

PROLOGUE 

Benediction upon the audience 

H IS bended knees the knotted girdle holds, 
Fashioned by doubling of a serpent’s folds; 

His sensive organs, so he checks his breath. 

Are numbed, till consciousness seems sunk in death; 
Within himself, with eye of truth, he sees 
The All-soul, free from all activ^ities. 

May H is, may Shiva’s meditation be 
Your strong defense; on the (ireat Self thinks he, 
Knowing full well tlie world's vacuity. 1 

And again : 

May Sliiva’s neck shield you from every harm. 

That seems a threatening thunder-cloud, whereon. 
Bright as the lightning-flash, lies Gaurl’s arm. 2 


Stage-director. Enough of this tedious work, which fritters away 
the interest of the audience ! Let me then most reverently salute 
the honorable gentlemen, and announce our intention to produce 
a drama called “The Tattle Clay Cart.” Its autlior was a man 

Who vied with elephants in lordly gi acc; 

Whose eyes w'ere those of the chakora bird 
That feeds on moonbeams; glorious his foce 
As the full moon; his person, all have heard. 

Was altogether lovely. First in worth 

Among the twice-born was this poet, known 
As Shudraka far over all the earth. 

His virtue’s depth unfathomed and alone. 


3 
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And again: 

The Silmaveda, the Rigv'eda too, 

The science mathematical, he knew; 

The arts wherein fair courtezans excel, 

And all the lore of ele[)hants as well. 

Through Shiva’s grace, his eye was never dim; 

He saw his son a king in place of him. 

The difficult horse-sacrifice he tried 
Successfully; entered the fiery tide. 

One hundred years and ten days old, and died. 4 

And yet again : 

Eager for battle ; sloth’s determined foe ; 

Of scholars chief, who to the Veda cling; 

Rich in the riches that ascetics know; 

Glad, gainst the foernan’s elephant to show 

His valor; — such was Shudraka, the king. 5 

And in this work of his. 

Within the town, Avanti named, 

Dwells one called Chrirudatta, famed 
No less for youth than poverty; 

A merchant’s son and Ikahman, he. 

His virtues have the power to move 
Vasantasenii’s inmost love ; 

Fair as the springtime’s radiancy. 

And yet a courtezan is she. 6 

So here king Shudraka the tale imparts 
Of love’s pure festival in these two hearts. 

Of prudent acts, a lawsuit’s wrong and liate, 

A rascal’s nature, and the course of fate. 7 

[lie 7vrt/ks ahont and looks around h'm.\ Why, this music-room of 
ours is empty. I wonder where the actoi-s have gone. [Reflecting.^ 
Ah, I understand. 
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Empty his house, to whom no child was born ; 

Thrice empty his, who lacks true friends and sure; 

To fools, the world is empty and forlorn; 

But all that is, is empty to the poor. 8 

I have finished the concert. And I ’ve been practising so long that 
the pupils of my eyes are dancing, and I ’m so hungry that my eyes 
are crackling like a lotus-seed, dried up by the fiercest rays of the 
summer sun. I’ll just call my wife and ask whether there is any- 
thing for breakfast or not. 

Hello! here I am — but no! Both the particular occasion and the 
general custom demand that I speak Prakrit. [^SpeaJdngin PrG,hrit.'\ 
Confound it! I’ve been practising so long and I ’m so hungry that 
my limbs are as weak as dried-up lotus-stalks. Suppose I go liome 
and see whether my good wife has got anything ready or not. [jF/e? 
walks about and looks around /w‘w.] Mere I am at home. I’ll just go 
in. [//e enters and looks about.'] Merciful heavens ! Why in the world 
is everything in our house turned upside down? A long .stream of 
rice-water is flowing down the street. I'he ground, spotted black 
where the iron kettle has been rubbed clean, is as lovely as a girl 
with the beauty-marks of black cosmetic on her face. It smells so 
good that my hunger seeixis to blaze up and hurts me more than 
ever. Has some hidden treasure come to light? or am I Imngry 
enough to think the wliole world is made of rice ? There .surely isn’t 
any breakfast in our house, and I ’m starved to death. But every- 
thing seems topsyturvy here. One girl is preparing cosmetics, an- 
other is weaving garlands of flowers. {JReflecting.] What does it all 
mean? Well, I’ll call my good wife and learn the truth. [He looks 
toward the dressing-room.] Mistress, will you come here a mo- 
ment ? 

[Enter an actress.] 

Actress. Here I am, sir. 

Director. You are very welcome, mistress. 

Actress. Command me, sir. What am I to do? 
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lyirector. Mistress, J ’ve been practising so long and I ’m so hungry 
that iny linibs are as weak as dried-up lotus-stalks. Is there any- 
thing to eat in the house or not ? 

Actress. There’s everything, sir. 

Director. Well, what ? 

Actress. For instance — there’s rice w’ith sugar, melted butter, cur- 
dled milk, rice; and, all together, it makes you a dish fit for 
heaven. May the gods always be thus gracious to you! 

Director. All that in our house? or are you joking? 

Actress. [Aside.] Yes, I will have my joke. [Aloiid.] It’s in the 
market-place, sir. 

Director. [Anif'riljj.] You wretched woman, thus shall your own 
hope be cut off! And death shall find you out! For my expecta- 
tions, like a scaffolding, have been raised so high, only to fall again. 
Actress. Forgive me, sir, forgive me! It was only a joke. 

Director. Ilut what do these unusual preparations mean? One girl 
is preparing cosmetics, another is weaving garlands, and the very 
ground is adorned with sacrificial flowers of five different colors. 
ActT'css. I’his is a fast day, sir. 

Director. W'^hat fast? 

Actress. The fast for a handsome husband. 

Director. In this world, mistress, or the next? 

Actress. In the next world, sir. 

Director. [Wrathfully.] Gentlemen! look at this. She is sacrificing 
my food to get herself a husband in the next vvoi-Id. 

Actress. Don’t be angry, sir. I am fasting in the hope that you 
may be my husband in my next birth, too. 

Director. But who suggested this fast to you ? 

Actress. Your own dear friend Jiirnavriddha. 

Director. [Anf^t'ily.] Ah, Juniavriddha, son of a slave-wench! 
When, oh, when shall I see King I’alaka angry with you? Then 
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you will be parted, as siu'ely as the scented hair of some young 
bride. 

Actresft. Don’t be angry, sir. It is only that 1 may have you in the 
next world that I celebrate this fast. [She Jails at his feet, ^ 
lyirector. Stand up, mistress, and tell me who is to officiate at this 
fast. 

victress. Some Brahman of our own sort whom w^e must invite. 
Director. You may go then. And I will invite some Brahman of 
our own sort. 

^Letress. Very well, sir. [Exit. 

Director. [Walking about. Goo<l heavens! T?i this rich city of 
I Jijayini how am I to find a Brahman of our own sort ? [lie looks 
about him.] Ah, here comes Charudatta’s friend IMaitreya. Good ! 
I 'll ask him. Maitreya, you must be the first to break bread in 
our house to-day. 

x)oiee behind the scenes. You must invite some other Brahman. 

I am busy. 

Director. But, man, the feast is set and you have it all to your- 
self Besides, you shall have a pi’csent. 

The voice. I said no once. Why should you keep on urging me? 
Director. He says no. Well, I must invite some other Brahman. 

[Exit. 


END OF THE FHOLOGTTE 



ACT THE FIRST 


THE GEMS ARE LEFT JJEIIIND 

\JZnter, with a cloak in his hand, 3Iaitrcya.~\ 

Maitreyo. 

Y OU must invite some other Rraliman. I am busy.” And yet 
I really ought to be seeking invitations from a stranger. Oh, 
what a wretched state of affairs! Wlien good Charudatta was still 
wealthy, I used to eat my fill of the most deliciously fragrant 
sweetmeats, prepared day and night with the greatest of care. I 
would sit at the door of the courtyard, where 1 was surrounded by 
hundreds of dishes, and there, like a painter with his paint-boxes, 
I would simply touch tljcm with my fingers and thrust them aside. 
1 would stand chewing my cud like a bull in the city market. 
And iiow he is so poor that I have to run here, there, and every- 
where, and come home, like the pigeons, only to roost. Now here 
is this jasniine-scented cloak, which Charudatta's good friend 
.lurnavriddha has sent him. He bade me give it to Chiirudatta, as 
soon as he had finished his devotions. So now I w’ill lot)k for Charu- 
datta. [//c xvalks about and looks around hinii\ Charudatta has 
finished his devotions, and here he comes with an offering for the 
divinities of the house. 

{Kntcr Charudatta as described, and Radaidka.} 
Charudatta. '^Ijoakhig up and sighing wearily.^ 

Upon my tlu’eshold, where the offering 

Was straightway seized by swans and flocking cranes. 

The grass grows now', and these poor seeds I ding 

Fall where the mouth of w'orms their sweetness stains. 0 
[^He xvalks about very slowly and seats himself.~\ 

Maitreya. Charudatta is here. I must go and speak to him. 
proaching.^ My greetings to you. May happiness be yours. 
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Charudatta. Ah, it is iny constant friend Maitreya. You are very 
welcome, my friend. Pray be seated. 

Maitreya. 'Fhank you. [.He seats himself.^ Well, comrade, here is a 
ja.smine-sccnted cloak which your good friend Jurnavriddha has 
sent. He bade me give it you as soon as you had finished your de- 
votions. [He presents the ehmk. Chariidnttn takes it and remains 
swdf in tfioufrht.'] W cll, what are you thinking about? 
Chixrudatta. My good friend, 

A candle shining through the deepest dark 
Is happiness that follows sorrow's strife; 

But alter bliss when man bears sorrow’s mark, 

His body lives a very death-in-life. 10 

Maitreya. Well, which would you rather, be dead or be poor? 
Charudatta. Ah, my friend. 

Far better death than sorrows sure and slow; 

Some passing suHering from death may How, 

But poverty brings never-ending woe. 11 

Maitreya. INIy dear friend, be not thus east down. Your wealth has 
been conveyed to them you love, and like the moon, after she has 
yielded her nectar to the gods, your waning fortunes win an added 
charm. 

Charudatta. C^omrade, 1 do not gi'ievc for my ruined fortunes. But 
This is my sorrow, 'rhey whom I 
Would greet as guests, now pass me by. 

“This is a poor man’s house,” they cry. 

As flitting bees, the sea.son o’er. 

Desert the elephant, whose store 

Of ichor 1 .spent, attracts no more. 12 

Maitreya. Oh, confound the money! It is a trifle not worth think- 
ing about. It is like a eattle-boy in the woods afraid of wasps; it 
does n’t stay anywhere where it is used for food. 

^ During the mating season, a fragrant liquor exudes from the forehead of the elephant. Of 
this liquor bees are very fond. 



8 


ACT THE FIRST 


[8.5 S. . 


ChUnid. Believe me, friend. My sorrow does not spring 
f 'roni simple loss of gold ; 

For fortune is a liekle, changing thing, 

Whose favors do not hold; 

But he whose sometime wx'alth has taken wing. 

Finds bosom-friends grow cold. 13 

Then too : 

A poor man is a man ashamed ; from shame 
Springs want of dignity .and worthy fame; 

Such Avant gives ri.se to insults hard to bear; 

'riience comes despondency; and thence, despair; 
Despair breeds folly; death is folly’s fruit. — 

Ah! the lack of money is .all evil’s root! 14 

Maitreyn. But just remember what a trifle money is, after all, and 
be more cheerful. 

Chariulatta. My friend, the poverty of a man is to him 

A home of cares, a shame that haunts the mind, 
Anotlier form of warfare Avith mankind ; 

The abhorrence of his friends, a source of h.ate 
F'rom strangers, and from each once-loving mate; 

But if his wife despise him, then ’t were meet 
In some lone Avood to seek a safe retreat. 

The flame of sorrow, torturing his soul. 

Burns fiercely, yet contrives to leave him Avhole. 15 
Comrade, I have made my offering to the divinities of the house. 
Do you too go and offer sacrifice to the Divine Mothers at a place 
where four ro.ads meet. 

Maitrcifct . No ! 

Charudatta. Why not? 

Maitreya. Because the gods are not gracious to you even when 
thus honored. So Avhat is the use of worshiping? 

Charudatta. Not so, my friend, not so! This is the constant duty 
of a householder. 
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The gods feel ever glad content 
In the gifts, and the self-chastisement, 

The meditations, and the prayers. 

Of those who banish worldly cares. 16 

Why then do you hesitate ? Go and oiler sacrifice to the Mothers. 
Maitreya. No, T ’m not going. You must send somebody else. Any- 
way, everything seems to go wrong with me, poor Brahman that 
1 am! It ’s like a reflection in a mirror; the right side becomes the 
left, and the left becomes the right. Besides, at this hour of tlie 
evening, people are abroad upon the king's highway — courtezans, 
courtiers, servants, and royal favorites. They will bike me now for 
fair prey, just as the black-snake out frog-hunting snaps up the 
mouse in his path. But what will you do sitting here ? 

Cfiarudatta. (jood then, remain; and I will finish my devotions. 


Voices behind the scenes. Stop, Vasantasena, stop! 

[Enter Vasantasena, pursued by the courtier, by San.sthanaka, and 
the serx'anti] 

Courtier. X'asantasena! Stop, stop! 

Ah, why should fear transform your tenderness? 

Why should the dainty feet feel such distress, 

I'liat twinkle in the dance so prettily ? 

Why should your eyes, thus startled into fear. 

Dart sidelong looks? Why, like the timid deer 

Before pursuing hunters, should you flee ? 17 

SansthUnaka. Shtop,^ Vasantasena, shtop! 

Why flee? and run? and .shturnble in your turning? 

Be kind! You shall not die. Oh, shtop your feet! 

AVith love, shweet girl, my tortured heart is burning, 

As on a heap of coals a piece of meat. 18 


^ The most striking peculiarity of Sansthiinaka’s dialect-- his substitution of sh for s — I have 
tried to imitate in the translation. 
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Servant. Stop, courtezan, stop! 

In fear you Hee 
Away from me. 

As a summer peahen should; 

Hut my lord and master 
Struts fast and faster, 

lake a woodcock in the wood. 19 

Courtier. V'^asantasena! Stop, stop! 

Why should you tremble, should you flee, 

A -quiver like the plantain tree? 

Your garment’s border, red and fair. 

Is all a-shiv^er in the air; 

Now and again, a lotus-bud 
Falls to the ground, as red as blood. 

A red realgar^ vein you seem, 

Whence, smitten, drops of crimson stream. 20 

Sun,s'thana/ia. Shtop, V’^asantasena, shtop! 

You wake my passion, my desire, my love ; 

You drive away my shleep in bed at night; 

Roth fear and terror shecni your heart to move; 

You trip and shtumble in your headlong flight. 

Rut Ravana forced Kunti’'^ to his will; 

.fusht sIio shall I enjoy you to the fill. 21 

Courtier. Ah, VhisantasciKl, 

Why should your fleeter flight 
Outstrip iny flying feet? 

Why, like a snake in fright 
Refore the bird-king’s miglit, 

I’hus seek to flee, my sweet? 

1 Red ar-senie, used as a cosnietie. 

2 HtM-e, as i‘lsewhert% Sanslhanaka’.s mythology is wildly confused. To a Hindu the effect inu.st 
be ludicroti.s enough ; but the humor i.s necessarily lost in a translation. It therefore seems hardly 
worth while to explain his mythological vagaries in detail. 
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Could I not catch the storm-wind in his flight? 

Yet would not seize upoji you, though I might. 22 

Snnsthanaka. liishten to me, shir! 

Thish whip of robber I..ove, thish dancing-girl, 

Eater of fish, deshtroyer of licr kin, 

Thish shnubnose, shtubborn, love-box, courtezan, 

Thish clothes-line, wanton creature, maid of sin — 

I gave her ten shweet names, and shtill 
She will not bend her to my will. 23 

Courtier. As courtier s fingers strike the lute’s tense string. 

The dancing ear-ring smites your wounded cheek. 
Why sliould you flee, with dreadful terror weak. 

As flees the crane when heaven's tlmnders ring? 24 
Samth. Your jingling gems, girl, clink like anything; 

Idke Draupadi you flee, when Rama kisshed her. 

I ’ll sheize you quick, as once the monkey-king 
Sheized Siddiadrii, Vishviivasu’s shweet shishter. 25 

Servant. He’s the royal protege; 

Do whatever he may say, 

And you shall have good fish and flesh to eat. 

For wlicn dogs have all the fish 
And the flesh that they can wish, 

Even carrion seems to them no longer sweet. 26 

Courtier. Mistress X'^asantasenil, 

The girdle drooping low upon yo\ir hips 
Flashes as brilliant as the shining stars; 

The wondrous terror of your fleeing mars 
Your charms; for red realgar, loosened, slips 
As on an imaged god, from clieck and lips. 27 

Samth. We’re chasing you with all our main and might. 

As dogs a jackal when they hunt and find it; 

But you are quick and nimble in your flight. 

And shteal my heart with all the roots that bind it. 


28 
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Vasantasena. Pallavaka! Parabhritikal 
Sansthanaka. ]Ma.sIiterI a man! a man! 

Courtier'. Don’t lie a coward. 

Vcmintasena. Madliavikii! Miidhavikii! 

Courtier. [Lau_i>'lung.'\ Fool ! She is eallinjr her servants. 
Sansthanaka. Mashter! Is she calling a woman? 

Courtier. V\’hy, of course. 

Sansthanaka. Women ! I kill hundreds of ’em. I ’m a brave man. 
Vasantasend. [^Secing that no one ansxvers.'] Alas, how comes it tliat 
my very servants liave fallen away from me i I sliall have to de- 
fend myself by motlier-wit. 

Courtier. Don’t stop the search. 

Sansthanaka. Shqueal, Vasantasenii, shqueal for your cuckoo Para- 
bhritika, or for your blosshom Pallavaka or for all the month of 
May! Who’s going to save you when I’m chasing you? 

Why shpeak of Rhiinasena? Or the shon 
Of Jamadagni, that thrice-mighty one ? 

The ten-necked ogre? Shon of Kuntl fair? 

Jusht look at me! My fingers in your hair, 

Jusht like Duhshiisana, I’ll tear, and tear. 29 

Ijook, look! 

My shword is sharp; good-by, poor head! 

Let’s cliop it off, or kill you dead. 

Then do not try my wrath to shun; 

When you musht die, your life is done. 80 

Vasantasend. Sir, I am a w^eak woman. 

Courtier. That is why you are still alive. 

Sansthanaka. 'I'hat is why you’re not murdered. 

Vasantasend. [Aside.] Oh! his very courtesy frightens me. Come, 
I will try this. [Aloud.] Sir, what do you expect from this pursuit ? 
my jewels? 
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Courtier. Heaven forbid ! A garden creeper, mistress Vasantasena, 
should not be robbed of its blossoms. Say no more about the jewels. 
Camntasena. What is then your desire ? 

Sansthanalm. I’m a man, a big man, a regular A’^iisudeva.^ You 
musht love me. 

VamntaHcna. \Indignanthj.'\ Heavens! You weary me. Come, leave 
me! Your words are an insult. 

Sansthanalm. [^Laugldng and clapping his hands.~\ Ijook, mashtcr, 
look! The courtezan’s daughter is mighty affectionate with me, 
is n’t she ? Here she says “ Come on ! Heavens, you re weary. V'ou ’re 
tired! ” No, I haven’t been walking to another village or another 
city. No, little rnislitress, I shwear by the gentleman’s head, 1 
shwearby my own feet! It’s only by ehasing about at your heels 
that 1 ’ve grown tired and weary. 

Courtier. [y/.S7<fc’.] W'^hat! is it possible that the idiot does not 
u nderstand when she says “ You weary me ” ? [_A loud. ] V’asantasena, 
your words have no place in the dwelling of a courtezan, 

Which, as you know% is friend to evciy youth ; 

Remember, vou are common as the flower 
That grows beside the road ; in bitter truth. 

Your body has its price; your beauty’s dower 
Is his, who pays the market's eurrejit rate: 

Then serve the man you love, and him you hate. 31 

And again ; 

The wisest Brahman and the meanest fool 
Bathe in the selfsame pool ; 

Beneath the peacock, flowering plants bend low. 

No less beneath the crow; 

The Brahman, warrior, merchant, sail along 
With all the vulgar throng. 

You are the pool, the flowering pl.ant, the boat; 

And on your beauty every man may dote. 

* A name of Krishna, who is pcriiaps t)i<? most amorous charaj'ter in Indian story. 


32 
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Vasantnsena. Yet true lov^e would be won by v'irtue, not violence, 
Sansthunaka. Hut, niashter, ever since the shJav e-wench w^ent into 
the park where Kama’s^ temple shtands, she has been in love with 
a poor man, w’ith Charudatta, and she doesn’t love me any more. 
His house is to the left. I^ook out and don’t let her shlip out of our 
hands. 

Courtier, avV/c.] I’oor fool, lie has said the very thing he should 
have concealed. So Vasantasena is in love with Charudatta? I'he 
proverb is right. Pearl suits with pearl. Well, 1 have had enough 
of this fool. [Aloud.^ Did you say the good merchant's hou.se was 
to the left, you jackass? 

Sansthanako. Yes. His house is to the left. 

Vasantasoia. \_A.\idc.'] Oh, wonderful! If his house is really at my 
left hand, then the scoundrel has helped me in tlie very act of hurt- 
ing me, for he has guided me to my lo\X‘. 

Samthanaka. Hut niashter, it’s pitch dark and it’s like hunting 
for a grain of soot in a pile of shpotted beans. Now you shee Va- 
santasenil and now you don’t. 

Courtier. Pitch dark it is indeed. 

'riie sudden darkness seems to steal 
I'he keenness of my sight; 

My open eyes, as with a seal. 

Are closed by blackest night, 33 

And again: 

Darkness anoints my body, and the sky 
Drops ointment of thick darkness, till mine eye 
Is all unprofitable grown to me, 

I.iike service done to them who cheat and lie, 34 

Sanst/tau(dxa. Masliter, I ’m looking for Vasantasena. 

Courtier. Is there anything you can trace her by, jackass? 

Sanst kanaka. l.iike what, for inshtance? 


1 Cupid. 
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Courtier. Like the tinkling of her jewels, for instance, or the fra- 
grance of her garlands. 

Sansthanaka. I hear the shmell of her garlands, but my nose is 
shtuffed so full of darkness that I don’t slice the shound of her 
jewels very clearly. 

Courtier. [To Casantascna. A.ude.] \'asantasena, 

’Tis true, the night is dark, O timid maid, 

And like the lightning hidden in the cloud, 

You are not seen; yet you will be betrayed 

By fragrant garlands and by anklets loud. 35 

Have you heard me, \"asantasena? 

Camntaficnd. [To /?er.st’//'.] Heard and understood. [A/ze removes 
the anhic-rings, lays aside the garlands, and takes ajeiv .steps, J'eel- 
ing her tcai/.] I can feel the wall of the house, and here is a side- 
entrance. But alas! my fingers tell me that the door is shut. 


Chdrudatta [xvho is xcithin the house]. Comrade, my prayer is done. 
Go now and offer sacrifice to the Mothers. 

Maitreya. No, I ’m not going. 

Chdrudatta. Alas ! 

'fhe poor man’s kinsmen do not heed his will; 

'fhe friends who loved him once, now stand afar; 

His sorrows multiply; his strength is nil; 

Behold I his character’s bright-shining star 
Fades like the waning moon; and deeds of ill 
I'hat others do, are counted to him still. 30 

And again: 

No man holds converse with him; none will greet 
With due respect the poor man when they meet. 

Where rich men hold a feast, if he draw near. 

He meets with scornful looks for looks of cheer. 
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Where \nilgar throngs are gathered, ’tis the same; 

His scanty raiment wakes his heartfelt sliame. 

Five are the deadly sins ^ we knew before ; 

Alas! I find the sixth is — to be poor. 37 

And yet again: 

Ah, Poverty, 1 pity thee, that so 

To me thon elingest, as tl»y dearest friend; 

AVhen my poor life has met its woeful end, 

I sadly wonder, whither thou wilt go. 38 

Maitreyn. \^13ct7UiytHg /m cviharras.wKmt.^ Well, comrade, if I must 
go, at least let Kadanikii go with me, to keep me company. 
Charudalla. lladanika, you are to accompany Maitrcya. 
RadanihTi. \^es, sir. 

Maitrcya. Mistress Radanika, do you take the offering and the 
candle wliile I open the side-door. [//<’ docn -vo.] 

Fasaatascna. It seems as if the door took pity on me and opened 
of itself. 1 will lose no time, but enter. [A7/c looks *7;.] Wliat^ a 
candle? Oh. dear, oh dear! [She puts it out rvith her skirt aud enters.^ 
Chiirudatta. What was that, Maitrcya? 

Maitrcya. I opened the side-door and the wind came through all 
in a lumj) and blew out the candle. Suppose you go out by the 
side-door, Radaruka, and 1 will follow as soon as I have gone into 
the courtyard anfl lighted the candle again. [klvit. 

Sausthauaka. Mashtcr! mashter! I’m looking for Vasantasena. 
Courtier. Keep on looking, keep on looking! 

Sntjsthanaka. [Docs .vo.] Mashter! mashter! I ve caught her! I ’ve 
caught her! 

Courtier. Idiot, you ’ve caught me. 

Sausthauaka. You shtand right here, mashter, and shtay where 
you re put. [He rencics the search and .seizes the sci'“oant."\ Mashter! 

i Tht* five deadly sins are: the slaying? of a Brahman, the drinking: of wine, theft, adultery 
with (lie wife of one's teaeher, and a.s.soeiation with one guilty of these eriines. 
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mashter! I ’ve caught her! I ’ve caught her! 

Servant. Master, you Ve caught me, your servant. 

Samthanaka. Mashter here, sherv^ant liere! Mashter, shervant; 
shervant, mashter. Now shtay where you ’re put, botli of you. \_He 
renews the seareh and seizes Radamka hi) the Z/u/r.] Musli ter! mash- 
ter! Thish time I Ve caxight lier! I ’ve caught asantasena! 
Through the black night she fled, fled slie; 

Her garland’s shmell betrayed her; 

Like Chanakya caught Draupadi, 

I caught her hair and shtayed her. 30 

Courtier. Ah, proud to be so young, so fair! 

I’oo high thy love must not aspire; 

For now thy blossom-fragrant hair, 

I'hat merits richest gems and rare. 

Serves but to drag thee tlirough the mire. 40 

Sansth. I ’ve got your head, girl, got it tight. 

By the hair, the locks, and the curls, too. 

Now shcream, shqueak, slupieal with all your might 
“Shiv'a! Ishvara! Shankara! Shambhu! 41 
Radanika. [In tenor.] Oh, sirs, what does this mean? 

Courtier. You jackass! It’s another voice. 

Sansthunakii. Mashter, the wench has changed her voice, the way a 
cat changes her voice, when she wants shome cream of curdled milk. 
Courtier. C’haiigcd her voice? Strange! Yet why so strange? 

She trod the stage; she learned the arts; 

She studied to deceive our hearts; 

And now she practises her parts. 42 

[Iiinter Maitreiia.] 

Maitreya. I^ook! In the gentle evening breeze the flame of the 
candle is fluttering like the heart of a goat that goes to the altar. 
[He approaches and discovers Radanika.] Mistress Radanika! 


^ These are all epithets of the same jrod. 
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Sansthd,naka. Mashter, mashter! A man! a man! 

Maitreya. This is rigiit, this is perfectly right, that strangers should 
force their way into the house, just because Charudatta is poor, 
Itcuhinika. Oh, Maitreya, see how they insult me, 

Maitrcya. What! insult you? No, they are insulting us. 
Radanika. Very well. I'hey arc insulting you, then. 

Maitreya. Hut they aren’t using violence? 

Radanika. Yes, yes! 

Maitreya. Really ? 

Radanika. Really. 

Maitreya. \Raising his staff ajtgi'ily.'\ No, sir! Man, a dog will show 
his teeth in his own kennel, and I am a lirahman ! My staff is crooked 
as my fortunes, but it can still split a dry bamboo or a rascal’s pate. 
Courtier. Have mercy, O great Brahman, liave meiey. 

Maitreya. [^lyiscoxm's the courtier.'\ He is not the sinner. \^l}iseox>ers 
SansthZinaka.'] Ah, here is the sinner. Well, you brother-in-law to 
the king, Sansthanaka, you scoundrel, you coward, this is perfectly 
proper, isn’t it? Charudatta the good is a poor man now — true, 
but are not his virtues an ornament to Ujjayiin ? And so men break 
into his liouse and insult his servants! 

Insult not him, laid low by poverty; 

For none are counted poor by mighty fate: 

Yet he who falls from virtue’s high estate. 

Though he be rich, no man is poor as he. 43 

Courtier. [^Retraying his embarrassment.'] Have mercy, O great 
Brahman, have mercy. We intended no insolence; we merely mis- 
took this lady for another. For 

Wc sought an amorous maiden, 

Maitreya. Wliat! this one? 

Courtier. Heaven forbid! 

one whose youth 

Is in the guidance of her own sweet will; 
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She disappeared; unconscious of the truth, 

W e did wiiat seems a purposed deed of ill. 44 

I pray you, accept this all-in-all of humblest supplication. [Hedrops 
his swoixl, folds Ms hands, and falls at Mait7'cya'sfeet.'] 

Mailreya. Good man, rise, rise. When I reviled you, I did not know 
you. Now I know you and 1 ask your pardon. 

Cour tier. It is I who should ask pardon. I will rise on one condition. 
Maitreya. And that is - 

Courtier, 'fhat you will not tell Charudatta what has happened here. 
Maiti'cya. I will be silent. 

Courtier. Brahman, this gracious act of thine 
I bow my neck to hear; 

F or never could this sword of mine 

Witli virtue's steel compare. 45 

SansthUnahi. [Indif^uantly.] But masliter, what makes you fold 
your hands sho helplesshly and fall at the feet of thish manikin? 
Courtier. 1 was afraid. 

Sansthauaka. VV^hat were you afraid of? 

Courtier. Of Churudatta’s virtues. 

Sansthanaku. Virtues ? He ? You can go into his houshe and not 
find a thing to cjit. 

Courtier. No, no. 

His loving-kindness unto such as we 
Has brought him low at last; 
hVom him could no man learn what insults be. 

Or e’er his wealth was past. 

This well-filled pool, that in its summer day 
Gave others drink, itself is dried away. 46 

Sansthanaka. [^I inpatient ly.] Who is the shon of a shlave- wench 
anyway ? 

Brave Shvetaketu is he, Pandu’s child ? 

Or Radhas shon, the ten-necked ogre wild? 
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Or Indradatta? or again, is iie 

Shon of brave Rama and of fair Kunti? 

Or Dharmapntra? Ashvatthamari bold? 

Perliaps Jatayii’s shelf, that vulture old? 47 

Courtier. Fool! I will tell you who Charudatta is. 

A tree of life to them whose sonows grow. 

Beneath its fruit of virtue bending low; 

Father to good men ; virtue’s touchstone he; 

I’he mirror of the learned; and the sea 
Where all the tides of character unite; 

A righteous man, whom pride could never blight; 

A treasure-house, with human virtues stored; 
Courtesy’s essence, honor’s precious hoard. 

He doth to life its fullest meaning give. 

So good is he; we others breathe, not live. 48 

I^et us be gone. 

Sansthanaka. Without Vasantasena? 

Courtier. Vasantasena has disappeared. 

SamthUnaka. 1 low ? 

Courtier. l>ike sick men’s strength, or like the blind man’s sight. 
Like the fool’s judgment, like the sluggard’s might, 
Ivikc tlioughtlcss scoundrels’ store of wisdom’s light, 
jjike love, when focmen fan our slumbering wrath, 
vSo did she vanish, when you crossed her path. 49 

Sansthfinaka. 1 ’m not going without V'^asantasena. 

Courtier. And did you never hear this? 

I'n liold a horse, you need a rein ; 

To hold an elephant, a chain; 

To hold a woman, use a heart; 

And if you haven’t one, depart. 50 

Sansthttnaka. If you ’re going, go along. 1 'm not going. 

Courtier. Very well. I will go. [^Eirit. 
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Saristhanaka. Msishter's gone, sure enough. [7’o Well, 

you man with the head that looks like a caret, you manikin, take a 
sheat, take a sheat. 

Maitrcya. We have already been invited to take a seat. 
Sanstfianaka. By whom i 
Maitrcya. By destiny. 

Sansfhanaka. Shtand up, then, shtand up! 

Maitrcya. We shall. 

Sansthanaka. M'^hen ? 

Maitrcya. When fate is kind again. 

Sansthanaka. Weep, then, weep! 

Maitrcya. We have wept. 

Samthdnaka. W’^ho made you ? 

Maitrcya, 1 *o verty . 

SayiMhdnaka. Ijaugh, then, laugh! 

Maitrcya. Ijaugh we shall. 

Sansthanaka. When ? 

Maitrcya. When Charudatta is happy once more. 

Sansthanaka. You manikin, give poor little Charudatta thish mes- 
sha^e from me. “'riiish wench with golden ornaments and golden 
jewels, thish female shtage-manager looking after the rehearsal of 
a new play, thish Vasantasenli — she has been in k)ve with you ever 
shince she went into the park where Kama’s temple shtands. And 
when we tried to conciliate her by force, she went into your hou.she. 
Now if you shend her away yourshelf and hand her over to me, if 
you reshtore her at once, without any lawshnit in court, then I ’ll 
be friends with you forever. But if you don’t reshtore her, there 
will be a fight to the death.” Bcmember: 

Shmear a pumpkin-.shta]k with cow’-dung; 

Keep yoxir vegetables dried ; 

Cook your rice in winter evejiings; 
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And })C sure your meat is fried.- 
Then let ’em shtand, and they will not 
Bothcrshomely shmell and rot. 51 

Tell it to him prettily, tell it to him craftily. Tell it to him sho that 
1 can hear it as I roosht in the dove-cote on the top of my own 
palace. If you shay it different, 1 11 chew your head like an apple 
caught in the crack of a door. 

Maitrq/a. \'ery well. I shall tell him. 

Samthanaka. Tell me, shervant. Is mashter really gone? 

Servant. Yes, sir. 

Sansthanaka. Then we will go as quickly as we can. 

Servant. Then take your sword, master. 

Sansthrinaka. You can keep it. 

Seivant. Here it is, master. Take your sword, master. 
Sansthanaka. [^7'aking it bn the •wrorif^- end.] 

My shword, red as a radish shkin, 

Ne’er finds the time to molder; 

Shee how it shlecps its sheath within! 

I put it on my shoulder. 

While curs and bitr^lies yelp at me, I roam, 
lake a hunted jackal, home. .52 

[^Sansthanaka and the .^servant walk about, then exeunt. 
Maitreya. Mistress Iladanikii, you must not tell good Charudatta 
of this outrage. I am sure you would only add to the poor man's 
sorrows. 

Radanika. Good Maitreya, you know Radanika. Her lips are sealed. 
Maitreya. So be it. 


Charudatta. [ To Vasantasena.] Radanika, Rohasena likes the fresh 
air, but he will be cold in the evening chill. Pray bring him into the 
house, and cover him with this mantle. [He letives her the mantle.] 
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F asanUisend,. {To her}ielf\'\ See! He thinks I am his servant. [AV/e 
takes the mantle and perceives its pci'fume. Ardent In to herselj'.'\ Oh, 
beautiful I The mantle is fragrant with jasmine. His youthful days 
are not wholly indifferent to the pleasures of the world. [^She un'aps 
it about her, xeithout letting Churudatta .vee.] 

Charudatta. Come, Radanika, take Rohasena and enter the heart 
of the house. 

F 2 santasena. [To herself.} iVh me unhappy, that hav^e little part 
or lot in your heart! 

ChdTudatta. Come, Radanika, will you not even answer? Alas! 
AVhen man once sees that miserable day. 

When fate almighty sweeps his wealth away. 

Then ancient friendships will no longer hold. 

Then all his former bosom-friends grow cold. 53 

Maitreya. \^l}raxioing near to Radanika.} Sir, here is Radanika. 
Charudatta. Here is Radanika? Who then is this — 

This unknown lady, by my robe 
Thus clinging, desecrated, 

Fasnntasena. [7’o herself} Say rather “consecrated.” 

Charudatta. 

Until she seems the crescent moon. 

With clouds of autumn 1 mated? 54 

But no! I may not gaze upon another’s wife. 

Maitreya. Oh, you need not fear that you are looking at another 
man’s wife. This is A’^asantasena, who has been in love with you 
ever since she saw you in the garden where Kama’s temple stands. 
Charudatta. What! this is Uasantasena ? [y/.s/V/c.] 

My love for whom — my fortune spent — 

My wretched self in twain has rent. 

Like coward’s anger, inward bent. 55 


^ Which look pretty, bat do not rain. He doubtless ineans to suggest that the cloak, belong- 
ing to a strange man, is as usele.ss to Vasanta.sena as the veil of autumn clouds to the eartli. 
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Maitrqin. My friend, that brother-in-law of the king says — 
Chrirudatta. Well ? 

MuHrexja. “ This wench with golden ornaments and golden jewels, 
this female stage-manager looking after the rehearsal of a new 
play, this \\‘isantasena -she lias been in love with you ever since 
she went into the jiark where Kama’s temple stands. And when we 
tried to conciliate her by force, she went into your house.” 
VamnUisetm. [7’o hersclj.^ “'IVied to conciliate me by force” — 
truly, I am honored by these words. 

Maitrcifa. “Now if you send her away yourself and hand her over 
to me, if you restore her at once, without any lawsuit in court, 
then I ’ll be friends with you forever. Otherwise, there will be a 
fight to the death.” 

Charudattd. He is a fool. [7’o himself J] How is 

this maiden worthy of the worship that we pay a goddess! For now 

Although I bade her enter, yet she seeks 
I'o spare my poverty, nor enters here; 

'riiough men are known to her, yet all she speaks 

Contains no word to Avound a modest ear. 56 

[A loud. ^ Mistress V'asantasena, I have unwittingly made myself 
guilty of an offense; for I greeted as a servant one whom I did riot 
recognize. I bend my neck to ask your pardon. 

Fasaulasenu. It is I avIio have offended by this unseemly intrusion. 
I bow my head to seek your forgiveness. 

Maitfci/a. Ves, with your pretty bows you two have knocked your 
heads together, till they look like a couple of rice-fields. I also bow 
my head like a camel colt’s knee and beseech you both to stand 
up. [/7c docs so, (hen r/’.vc.v.] 

Charudalta. Very Avell, let us no longer trouble ourselves with con- 
ventions. 

Vasantasena. {To herself^ What a delightfully clever hint! But 
it Avould hardly be proper to .spend the night, considering how I 
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came hither. VV'^ell, I will at least say this much. [Ahmd.~\ If I am 
to receive thus much of your favor, sir, I should be glad to leave 
these jewels in your house. It was for the sake of the jewels that 
those scoundrels pursued me. 

Charudatta. This house is not w'orthy of the trust. 

l^amntas-ena. You mistake, sir! It is to men that treasures are en- 
trusted, not to houses. 

Charudatta. Maitreya, will you receive tlie jewels? 

Vasantasena. I am much indebted to you. [^She hands him the 
jeivels.'] 

3Iaitre(ja. [Receiving them.] Heaven bless you, madam. 
Ckarudutta. Fool! I’hey are only entrusted to us. 

3Iaitreya. [Aside.] Then the thieves may take them, for all I care. 
Charudatta. In a very short time — 

3laitreya. What she lias entrusted to us, belongs to us. 
Charudatta. I shall restore them. 

Casantasena. I shoidd be grateful, sir, if this gentleman would 
accompany me home. 

Charudatta. Maitreya, pray accompany our guest. 

31aitrcya. She walks as gracefully as a female swan, and you are 
tlie gay flamingo to accompany her. Hut I am only a poor Hrahman, 
and wherever I go, the people will fall upon me just as dogs will 
snap at a victim dragged to the cross-roads. 

Charudatta. ^'ery well. I will accompany her myself. l..et the 
torches be lighted, to ensure our safety on the highway. 

Maitreya. A'^ardhamanaka, light the torches. 

Vardhamanaka. [Aside to 3laitreya.] W^hat! light torches with- 
out oil ? 

3Iaitreya. [Aside to Charudatta.] These torches of ours are like 
courtezans who despise their poor lovers. I'hey won’t light up un- 
less you feed them. 
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Charudatta. Enough, JMaitreyal We need no torches. See, we have 
a lamp upon the king’s highway. 

Attended by [)er starry servants all. 

And pale to see as a loving maiden’s cheeks. 

Rises before our eyes the moon’s bright ball. 

Whose pure beams on the high-piled darkness fall 

Like streaming milk that dried-up marshes seeks. 57 

voice hcfrai/inff his passion.} Mistress V^asantasena, Ave have 
reached your hoir)t‘. Pray enter. [ Vasarita.Hcna gazes ardentlji at him, 
then exit.} Comrade, V’asantasena is gone. Come, let us go home. 

All creatures froni the highway take their flight; 

'I’he watchmen pace their rounds before our sight; 

To forestall treachery, is just and right. 

For many sins find shelter in the night. 58 

[//c xva/hs about.} Aud you sliall guard this golden casket by night, 
and Vardhamanaka by day. 

JMaitrcifa. Very well. [^Kxennt amho. 
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1 AM sent with a message to my mistress by her mother. I must 
go in and find my mistress. [A7/e xmlks about and hobs around 
her.'] There is my mistress. Slie is painting a pieture, and putting 
her whole heart into it. I must go and speak to lier. 

[7%m appear the love-lorn Vasantasena, seated, and Madanika.] 
VasantascnU. Well, girl, and then — 

Madandat. But mistress, you were not speaking of anything. What 
do you mean ? 

Vasantaseyia. ^^''hy, w'hat did 1 say? 

Madanika. You said, “and then" — 

Vasantasena. [^^Puckering her broxes.] Oh, yes. So I did. 

Maid. \^Approac/iing.\ Mistress, your mother sends word that you 
should bathe and then offer worship to the gods. 

Vasantasend. \'^ou may tell my mother that I shall not take the 
ceremonial bath to-day. A Brahman must offer worship in my {dace. 
Maid. Yes, mistress, [ Kxit. 

Madanika. My dear mistress, it is love, not naughtiness, that asks 
the question — but what docs this mean? 

Vasantasena. Tell me, Madanika. How do I seeui to you? 
Madanikd. My mistress is so absent-minded that I know her heart 
is filled with longing for somebody. 

Vasantasena. Well guessed. IMy xMadanika is quick to fathom 
another’s heart. 

Madanikd. I am very, very glad. Yes, Kiima is indeed mighty, and 


1 I’crhaps maitsmr would be more ai-curate. 
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his great festival is welcome when one is young. But tell me, mis- 
tress, is it a king, or a king’s favorite, whom you worship? 
Vasantascna. Girl, 1 wish to love, not to worship. 

Matkmika. Is it a Brahman that excites your passion, some youth 
distinguished for very particular learning? 

Famnfascna. A Brahman I should have to reverence. 

Madaniixa. Or is it some young merchant, grown enormously 
wealthy from visiting many cities ? 

Famnta.scnd. A merchant, girl, must go to other countries and 
leave you behind, no mattei’ how much you love him. And the 
separation makes you very sad. 

Madanikd. It is n’t a king, nor a favorite, nor a Brahman, nor a 
merchant, AVho is it then that the princess loves? 

Famntasend. Girl! Girl! You went with me to the park where 
Kama’s temple stands? 

Madanikd. Yes, mistress. 

Fasanlasvnd. And yet you ask, as if you were a perfect stranger. 
Madanikd. Now I know. Is it the man who comforted you when 
you asked to be protected ? 

Fasantasend. Well, what was his name? 

Madanikd. Why, he lives in the merchants’ quarter, 

Fa,mnla.send. But I asked you for his name. 

Madanikd. His name, mistress, is a good omen in itself. His name 
is Charudatta. 

Fa-mniasend. {.JonfuUy.^ Good, Madanika, good. You have guessed 
it. 

Madanikd. [^As-idc.~\ So much for that. [y//o7«/.] Mistress, they say 
he is poor. 

Fasantasend. That is the very reason why I love him. For a courte- 
zan who sets her heart on a poor man is blameless in the eyes of 
the world. 
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Madanika. But mistress, do the butterflies visit the mango-tree 
when its blossoms have fiillen '{ 

V asantasena,. 'I'hat is just why we call that sort of a girl a butterfly. 
Madanika. Well, mistress, if you love him, why don't you go and 
visit him at once i 

Kamntasena. Girl, if 1 should visit him at once, then, because he 
can’t make any return no, I don't me.'in tluit, but it would be 
hard to see him. 

3Iadamkrx. Is that the reason why you left your jewels with him i 
Vasaritaxena. You have guessed it. 

A tJoice^ behind the xcenes. Oh, sir, a shampooer owes me ten gold- 
pieces, and he got away from us. Hold him, hold him! [7’o Ihc flec- 
ing xharnp()oer.~\ Stop, stop! I see you from here. hurriedly 

a f rightened sha nipooer. ] 

Shampooer. Oh, confound this gambling business! 

Freed from its tether, the ace 

I might better say “ass” — how it kicks me! 

And the cast of the dice called the “s{)ear” 

Proves true to its name; for it sticks me. 1 

The keeper’s whole attention 
W’as busy with the score; 

So it took no great invention 
'I’o vanish through the door. 

But I cannot stand forever 
In the unprotected street. 

Is there no one to deliver? 

1 would fall before his feet. 2 

AYhile the keeper and the gambler are looking somewhere else 
forme, I’ll just walk backwards into this empty temple and turn 
goddess. [lie makes all sorts of gestures, takes his jdaee, and waits. 
Kilter Mathura and. the gambler.'] 

1 That of Mathura, tlie kroper of the gambling-hou.se. 
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Mathnra. Oh, .sir, a shampooer owes me ten gold-pieces, and he got 
away from us. Hold him, hold him! Stop, stop! I see you from 
here. 

Ciamhler. You may run to hell, if they’ll take you in; 

With Indra, the god, you may stay: 

For there’s never a god can save your skin. 

While Miithura wants his pay. 3 

Mathura. Oh, whitlier flee you, nimble rambler. 

You that cheat an honest gambler ? 

You that shake with fear and shiver. 

All a-tremble, all a-quiver; 

You that cannot trip enough. 

On the level ground and rough; 

You that stain your social station, 

Family, and reputation ! 4 

Gambler, {l^bvamining the foot print . Here he goes. And here the 
tracks are lost. 

Mathura. [Gazes at the footprints. Reflect we! y.'] I iook ! The feet are 
turned around. And the temple hasn’t any image. [After a mo- 
ment's thought. 'I'liat rogue of a sliampooer has gone into the tem- 
ple with his feet turned around. 

Gambler. TvCt’s follow him. 

Mathura. All right. [They enter the temple U7id take a good look, 
then make signs to each other.^ 

Gambler. What! a wooden image? ^ 

Mathura. Of course not. It’s stone. [II e .shakes it with all his might, 
then makes .signs.l What do w'e care? Come, let’s have a game. [He 
.starts to gamble as luu'd as he can.'\ 

Shampooer. [Trying ivitli all his might to I’epress the gambling 
fever. A.side.'] Oh, oh! 

Oh, the rattle of dice is a charming thing. 

When you haven’t a copper left; 
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It works like ti (Iriirn on the lieart of a king, 

Of all his realm bereft. 5 

For gamblers leap down amovmtain steep — 

I know I shall not play. 

Yet the rattle of dice is as sweet as the peep 

Of nightingales in May. 0 

Gambler. My turn, my turn! 

Mathura. Not much! it's my turn. 

Shampoocr. [C^oming up quieldij from behind. Isn’t it ?//// turn? 
Gambler. We ’ve got our man. 

Mathura. '[Sehmg him.'] You jail-bird, you re caught. Pay me 
my ten gold-pieces. 

Shampooer. I ’ll pay you this very day. 

Mathura. Pay me this very minute! 

Shampooer. I’ll pay you. Only have mercy! 

31dthura. Come, will you pay me now? 

Shampooer. My head is getting dizzy. {^IJe falh to the ground. The 
others beat him xeith all their might.] 

Mathura. There {druxeing the gamblers ring] you’re bound l>y 
the gamblers’ ring. 

Sluimpooer. [^Riscs. Despairinglu.] What! bound by tlie gamblei's’ 
ring? Confound it! That is a limit which we gamblers can’t pass. 
Whore can I get the money to pay him ? 

Mathura. Well then, you must give surety. 

Shampooer. I have an idea, [//c nudges the gaynblcr.] I’ll give you 
half, if you ’ll forgive me the other half. 

Gambler. All right. 

Shampooer. [To 3Idthura.] I’ll give you surety for a half. You 
might forgive me the other half. 

Mathura. All right. Where ’s the harm? 

Shampooer. [Aloud.] You forgave me a half, sir? 
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Mutkura. Yes. 

Shampooe?'. \^To the gambler.'] And you forgave me a half? 
Gambler. Yes. 

Shampoocr. 'I'hen I think I ’ll be going. 

Mathura. Pay me my ten gold-pieces! Where are you going? 
Shampoocr. Look at this, gentlemen, look at this! Here I just gave 
surety to one of them for a halt^ and the other forgave me a half. 
And even after that he is dunning me, poor helpless me ! 
Mathura. [^Seizing him.] IVIy name is Mathura, the clever swindler, 
and you ’re not going to swindle me this time. Pay up, jail-bird, 
every bit of my money, and this minute, too. 

Shampooer. How can I pay ? 

Mathura. Sell your father and pay. 

Shampooer. Y^here can I get a father? 

Matimra. Sell your mother and pay. 

Shavipoocr. Where can I get a mother? 

Mathura. Sell yourself and pay. 

Shampooer. Have mercy! Lead me to the king’s highway. 
Mtithura. Go ahead. 

Shampooer. If it must be. [ITc xealks about.] Gentlemen, will you 
buy me for ten gold-pieces from this gambling-master ? [//c .sees 
a passer-by and calls out.] What is that? You wish to know what 
I can do? I will be your house-servant. What! he has gone without 
even answering. Well, here ’s another. I ’ll speak to him. [//c re- 
peats his offer.] \Aliat! this one too takes no notice of me. He is 
gone. Confound it! I ’ve had hard luck ever since Charudatta lost 
his fortune. 

Mrithura. Will you pay? 

Shampooer. How can I pay? {lie falls down. Mrithira dr'ags him 
about.] (lood gentlemen, save me, save me! Darduraka.] 

Darduraka. ^'es, gambling is a kingdom without a throne. 
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You do not mind defeat at all; 

Great arc the sums you spend and win ; 

While kingly revenues roll in, 

Rich men, like slaves, before you fall, 7 

And again: 

You earn your coin by gambling, 

Your friends and wife by gambling, 

Your gifts and food by gambling; 

Your last cent goes by gambling. 8 

And again: 

My cash was taken by the trey; 

The deuce then took my health away; 

The ace then set me on the street; 

The four completed my defeat. 9 

[//<,’ looks before hiin.'\ Here comes Mathura, our sometime gam- 
bling-master. Well, as T can’t escape. 1 think I ’ll put on my veil, 
\_Hc makes' any tii/mber of gestures xcith his eloak, then examines it.'\ 

This cloth is sadly indigent in thread ; 

I’his lovely cloth lets in a lot of light; 

This cloth's protective power is nearly fled; 

'rhis cloth is pretty when it ’s rolled up tight. 10 

Yet after all, what more could a poor saint do? For you see, 

One foot I ’ve planted in the sky, 

’riie other on the ground mu.st lie.’ 

The elevation ’s rather higli, 

But the .sun stands it. Why can’t I? 11 

MMhura. Pay, pay! 

Shampooer. How can I pay? [^3Iathurn drags him about.^ 
Dardu?'aka. Well, well, what is this I see? [He addresses a by- 
stander.^ What did you say, .sir? “’J’his shampooer is being mal- 
treated by the gamhling-master, and no one will save him” ? I ’ll 
save him myself, flc presses fo7'ivard.'] Stand back, stand back! 


^ A humorously exaggerated reference to Indian aseetit' practiee.s. 
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IHc takes a look.] Well, if this isn't that swindler Mathura. And 
here is the poor saintly shampooer; a saint to be sure. 

Who does not hang with bended head 
Rigid till set of sun. 

Who docs not rub his back with sand 
'I'ill boils begin to run. 

Whose shins dogs may not browse upon, 

As they pass him in their rambling.^ 

Why should this tall and dainty man 

Re so in love with gambling? 12 

W^ell, I must pacify Mathura. [He approaches.] How do you do, 
MiXthura? [jifathura returns the greetinf^i] 

Darduraka. ^Vhat does this mean? 

Mathura. He owes me ten gold-pieces. 

Darduraka. A mere bagatelle! 

Mathura. IPuUlng the rolkd-np cloak from under Dardimika' s 
arm.] Look, gentlemen, look! 'Fhe man in the ragged cloak calls 
ten gold-pieces a mere bagatelle. 

Darduraka. My good fool, don’t 1 risk ten gold-pieces on a cast 
of the dice ? Suppose a man has money — is that any reason why 
he should put it in his bosom and show it? Rut you, 

You’ll lose your caste, you'll lose your soul. 

For ten gold-pieces that he stole. 

To kill a man that's sound and whole. 

With five good senses in liim. 13 

Mrithura. Ten gold-pieces may be a mere bagatelle to you, sir. To 
me they are a fortune. 

Dardundm. Well then, listen to me. .Just give him ten more, and 
let him go to gambling again, 

Mathura. And what then ? 

Darduraka. If he wins, he will pay you. 

^ See note on page 33, 
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Mathw'ti. And if he doesn’t win? 

Dardui'cika. I'hen he won't pay you. 

Mathura. U'his is no time for nonsense. If you .say that, you can 
give him the money yourself. My name is Milthura. 1 ’m a swindler 
and I play a crooked game, and I ’m not afraid of anybody. You 
are an immoral scoundrel. 

Darduj'uka. Who did you say was immoral? 

Mrithura. You’re immoral. 

Dat'd iiraka. Your father is immoral. IHc gives the shampooer a 
sign to escape.^ 

Mrdhura. You curl I'hat is just the way that you gamble. 
Dardiiraka. 'Fhat is the way 1 gamble? 

Mrdhura. Come, shampooer, pay me my ten gold-pieces. 
Shampooer. I'll pay you this very day. I’ll pay at once. [^Midhura 
drags him about.] 

Darduraka. Fool! You may maltreat him when I am away, but 
not before my eyes. 

\_Mrdhimi seizes the shampooer and hits him on the nose. The sham- 
pooer bleeds, faints, and falls flat. Darduraka approaches and in- 
terferes. Mathura strikes Darduraka, and Darduraka st tikes back.] 
Mathura. Oh, oh, you accursed hound! But I’ll pay you for this. 
Darduraka. My good fool, I was walking peaceably along the 
street, and you struck me. If you strike me to-morrow in court, 
then you will open your eyes. 

Mathura, '^’’es, I ’ll open my eyes. 

Darduraka. IIoav will you open your eyes ? 

Mrdhura. {Opening his eyes itide.] I’his is the way I’ll open my 
eyes. 

{Darduraka throxvs dust in Mrdhura' s eyes, and gives the shampooer 
a sign to escape. Mathura shuts his eyes and falls down. The sham- 
pooer escapes.] 
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Darduraka. \^Aside.'\ 1 have made an enemy of the influential 
gambling-master Mathura. 1 had better not stay here. Besides, my 
good friend Sharvilaka told me that a young herdsman named 
Aryaka has been designated by a soothsayer as our future king. 
Now everybody in my condition is running after him. I think I 
will join myself to him. [KmI. 

Shampooer, [ Trcmhleti as he walks away and looks about ///"///.] Here 
is a house where somebody has left the side-door open. I will go 
in. {He enters and perceives l’'asantasend.'\ Madam, I throw my- 
self upon your protection. 

f'^asaritasena. He who tlirows himself upon my protection shall be 
safe. Close the door, girl. {The maid does .so.] 

Vasantasena. What do you fear ? 

Shampooer. A creditor, madam. 

Vasantasenti. You may open the door now, girl. 

Shampooer. {To himsclj'.'\ Ah! Her reasons for not fearing a credi- 
tor are in proportion to her innocence. The proverb is right : 

The man who knows his strength and bears a load 
Proportioned to that strength, not more nor less. 

Is safe from stumbling and from sore distress. 

Although he wander on a dreary road. 14 

That means me. 


Msthura. [ Wiping his eyes. To the gambler. 'I Pay, pay ! 

Gambler. While we were (juarreling with Darduraka, sir, the 
mjin escaped. 

Mathura. I broke that sluimpooer’s nose for him with my fist. 
Come on! I^iet’s trace him by the blood. {They do .so.] 

Gambler. He went into V^asantasena’s house, sir. 

Mrdhura. Then that is the end of the gold-pieces. 

Gambler. Let ’s go to court and lodge a complaint. 
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Mathura. The swindler would leave the house and escape. No, we 
must besiege liim and so capture him, 

lf ’^asa?itas‘t;uaffhex MadamhU, a 

Madunika. Whence are you. sir? or who are you, sir? or whose son 
are you, sir? or what is your business, sir? or what are you afraid of? 
Shampooer. Ijisten, madam. My birthplace is Pataliputra, madam. 
I am the son of a householder. I practise the trade of a shampooer. 
Jlisanfaseua. It is a very dainty art, sir, which you have mastered. 
Shampooer. Madam, as an art I mastered it. It has now become a 
mere trade. 

Madamka. Y our answers are most disconsolate, sir. I’ray continue. 
Shampooer. Yes, iruidarn. W'hen I was at home, 1 used to hear 
travelers tell tales, and I wanted to see new countries, and so I 
c‘ame here. And when 1 had come here to IJjjayiiu, I became the 
servant of a noble gentleman. Such a handsome, courteous gentle- 
man! VYhen he gave money away, lie did not boast; when lie was 
injured, he forgot it. To cut a long story short : he was so courteous 
that he regarded his own person as the possession of others, and 
had compassion on all Avho sought his protection. 

Mculanika. Who may it be that adorns UjjayinI with the virtues 
which he has stolen from the object of my mistress’ desires ? 
Va.santaserja. Good, girl, good ! I had tlie same thought in mind. 
Madamka. But to continue, sir- - 

Shampooer. Madam, he was so compassionate and so generous that 
now - 

Vasantasena. His riches have vanished? 

Shampooer. I did n’t say it. How did you guess it, madam? 
Vasantasena. What was there to guess? Virtue and money seldom 
keep company. In tlie pools from which men cannot drink there 
is so much the more Avater. 

Madandca. But sir, what is his name? 
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Shampooer. Madam, who doe.s not know the name of this moon 
of the whole w'orld? He lives in the merchants’ quarter. He who.se 
name is w^orthy of all honor is named ('harudatta. 

Vajianiasen^. [,TnyJulltj ridngfrom her .seat. ^ Sir, this house is your 
own. Give him a scat, girl, and take this fan. The gentleman is 
weary. [Madaniku does as .she is hid.~\ 

Shampooer. lA.side.J^ What! so much honor because I mentioned 
Charudatta’s name? Heaven bless you, Charudatta! You are the 
only man in the world who really lives. All others merely breathe. 
[He falls at l'’'usantascna.s feet. ^ Enough, madam, enough. Pray 
be seated, madam. 

Vasantasena. [Seating herself.^ Where is he who is so richly your 
creditor, sir ? 

Shamp. The good man’s wealth consists in kindly deeds; 

All other wealth is vain and (juickly dies. 

The man who honors not his neighbor's needs. 

Does that man know what honor signilies? 15 

I'^asantasena. But to continue - 

Shampooer. So I became a servant in his employ. And wdien his 
wealth was reduced to his virtue, I began to live by gambling. But 
fate was cruel, and I lost ten gold-pieces. 

3lathura. I am ruined! 1 am robbed! 

Shampooer. I'here are the gambling-master and the gambler, look- 
ing lor me. You have heard my story, madam. The rest is your 
affair. 

Vasantasena. Madaniku, the birds dy everywhither when the tree 
is .shaken in which they have their nests. Go, girl, and give the 
gambling-master and the gambler this bracelet. And tell them that 
this gentleman sends it. [She renioves a bracelet from her arm, and 
gives it to Madanika.l^ 

Madaniku,. [Receixdng the braeelet.^ Yes, mistress. [She goes out.'] 
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Mathura. 1 am ruined 1 I am robbed! 

Madanika. Injismuch as these two are looking up to heaven, and 
sighing, and chattering, and fastening their eyes on the door, I 
conclude tliat they must be the gambling-master and the gambler. 
[Ajjproaching'.l I salute you, sir. 

Mathura. May happiness be yours. 

Madanika. Sir, wliich of you is the gambling-master? 

M(dh. O maiden, fair but something less than shy. 

With red lip Avoundcd in love’s ardent play, 

On whom is bent that sweet, eo(juettish eye? 

For whom that lisp that steals the heart away? 16 
I have n’t got any money. You’ll liave to look somewhere else. 
Madanika. You are certainly no gambler, if you talk that way. 
Is there any one who oxvcs you money ? 

Mathura. There is. He owes ten gold-pieces. W’^hat of him? 
Madanika. I n his behalf my mistress sends you this bracelet. No, 
no! He sends it himself 

Mathura. \^Seizing it joiifullij.'] Well, well, you may tell the noble 
youth that his account is s(juared. Let him come and seek delight 
again in gambling. Mrithura and the gan/Oler. 


Madanika. {^Keturning to Fasantasena.'\ Mistress, the gambling- 
master and the gambler have gone away well-pleased. 
Vasantasena. Go, sir, and comfort your kinsfolk. 

Shainpoocr. Ah, madam, if it may be, these hands would gladly 
practise their art in your service. 

Va.'ianta.u'na. But sir, he for whose sake you mastered the art, 
who first received your service, he should have your service still. 
Shampooer. [y/^rfe.] A very pretty way to decline my services. 
How shall 1 repay her kindness? [^//om^/.] Madam, thus dishon- 
ored as a gambler, T shall become a Buddhist monk. And so. 
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madam, treasure these words in your memory: “He was a sham- 
pooer, a gambler, a Buddhist monk.” 

Vasnntascnri. Sir, you must not act too precipitately. 

Shampoocr. Madam, my mind is made up. [J/c imlks abouL'\ 

1 gambled, and in gambling I did fall, 

'Fill every one beheld me with dismay. 

Now I shall show my honest face to all, 

And walk abroad upon the king’s highway. 17 

[Tumultuous cries hchind the sccucs.'\ 

Shampoocr. [[jistcning.^ What is this? W^hat is ihh'i [Addressing 
some one behind the seenes.~\ What did you say? “Post-breaker, 
Vasantasenas rogue elephant, is at liberty!” Hurrah! I must go 
and see the lady’s best elephant. No, no! Wliat have 1 to do with 
these things? I must hold to my resolution. [Kxit. 

[Then enter hastily Kanuipuraka, highly deUghted, wearing a gor- 
geous mantle.] 

Karnapuraka. Where is she? Where is my mistress? 

Madauika. Insolent! What can it be that so excites you ? You do 
not see your mistress before your very eyes. 

Karnapuraka. [Perceiving Tasantasena.] Mistress, my service to 
you. 

Fnsantnsena. Karnapuraka, your face is beaming. What is it? 
JCarnnpuraka. [Proudly.] Oh, mistress! You missed it! You didn’t 
see Karnapuraka's heroism to-day! 

Vasantasena. What, Karnapuraka, what? 

Karnapuraka. Listen. Post-breaker, my mistress’ rogue elephant, 
broke the stake he was tied to, killed his keeper, and ran into the 
street, making a terrible commotion. You should have heard the 
people shriek, 

'I'akc care of the babies, as quick as you can, 

And climb up a roof or a tree! 
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The elephant rogue wants the blood of a man. 

Escape! Hun away! Can’t you see? 18 

And : 

How they lose their ankle-rings ! 

* Girdles, set with gems and things, 

Break away from fiistenings ! 

As they stumble, trip, and blunder. 

See the bracelets snap asunder. 

Each a tangled, pearly wonder! 1!) 

And that rogue of an elephant dives with his trunk and his feet 
and his tusks into the city of UjjayinT, as if it were a lotus-pond 
in full flower. At last he conies upon a Buddhist monk.^ And 
while the man’s staff and his water-jar and his beggi tig-bowl fly 
every which way, he dri/.zlcs wjiter over him and gets him be- 
tween his tusks, 'fhe people see him and begin to shriek agtiin, 
crying “Oli, oil, the monk is killed!” 

ramnfasena. [^t luvious/i/.'] (.)h, what cjirelcssness, what careless- 
ness! 

Karnapurnka. Don’t be frightened. .Just listen, mistress. Then, 
witli a big piece of the broketi chain dangling about him, he picked 
him up, picked up the monk between his tusks, and just tlien 
Karnapuraka saw him, / saw him, no, no! the slave who grows 
fat on my mistress’ rice-cakes saw him, stumbled with his left 
foot over a gambler’s score, gnibbed up an iron pole out of' a shop, 
and challenged the rmid elephant - 
Kasantasena. Go on! Go on! 

Karnap. I hit him— in a fit of passion, too — 

He really looked like some great mountain peak. 

And from between tliose tusks of Ins I drew 

Tlie sacred hermit meek. 20 

Vasantasend,. Splendid, splendid! But go on! 

Kai'iiapuraka. Then, mistress, all UjjayinT tipped over to one side, 

^ The .shainpooer, who,se traii.stbrrriaMoii is astonishingly .sudden. 
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like a ship loaded unevenly, and yon could hear nothing but “Hur- 
I’ah, hurrah for Karnapurakal” 'riien, mistress, a man touched the 
places M'here he ought to have ornaments, and, finding that he 
had n’t any, looked up, heaved a long sigh, and threw this mantle 
over me. 

Vcmintascna. k'ind out, Karnapuraka, whether the mantle is per- 
fumed witli jasmine or not. 

KarndpTimka. Mistress, the elephant perfume is so strong that I 
can’t tell for sure. 

Fcminta.sena. 'fhen look at the name. 

KarnapTn^aka. Here is the name. You may read it, mistress, [//r? 
hands- her the tnantle.] 

Fasatitasena. [Iteads.^ C’hiirudatta. [^Shc seizes the mantle eagerly 
and xeraps it alnrut hcrk\ 

Madanika, Tlic mantle is very becoming to her, Karnapuraka. 
Karnapuraka. Oh, yes, the mantle is becoming enough. 
Fasantasena. Here is your reward, Karnapuraka. [She ghws him 
a ge m . ] 

Karnapuraka. [Taking it and hoxving loxv.] Now the mantle is 
most wonderfully becoming. 

Fasantasena. Karnapfiraka, where is Charudatta now ? 
Kar?iaj)uraka. He started to go home along this very street. 
Fasantasena. Come, girl! Let \is goto the upper balcony and see 
Chlirudatta. [Kxennt onines. 
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{^Knter Cfiarudatta.s servant, Vard}ia)nanaka.\ 

Vnrdh. \ MASTER, kindly and benevolent, 

His servants love, however poor he he. 

Tlie purse-proud, with a will on harshness bent, 

Pays service in the coin of cruelty. 1 

And again: 

A bullock greedy for a feast of corn 
You never can prevent; 

A wife who wants her lord to wear a horn 
^"ou never can prevent; 

A man who loves to gamble night and morn 
You never can prevent; 

And blemishes ' that with a man arc born 

You never can prevent. 2 

Tt is some time since Charudatta went to the concert. It is past 
midnight, and still he does not come. I think I will go into the 
outer hall and take a nap. \_He does so.] 

[Knter Charudatta and Maitreua,] 

Charudatta. How beautifully Rebhila sang! The lute is indeed a 
pearl, a pearl not of the ocean. 

Gently the anxious lover’s heart befriending. 

Consoling when true lovers may not meet. 

To love-lorn soids the dearest comforts sending, 

It adds to sweetest love its more of sweet. 3 

Maitreya. Well then, let’s go into the house. 

Charudatta. Hut how wonderfully Master Rebhila sang! 

1 This refers to Charudatta’s generosity, which eontinue.s afler liis wealth has vanished. 
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Maih'eya. 'Phere are just two things that always make me laugh. 
One is a woman talking Sanskrit, and the other is a man who tries 
to sing soft and low. Now when a woman talks Sanskrit, she is like 
a heifer with a new rope through her nose; all you hear is “soo, 
.soo, .soo.” And when a man tries to sing soft and low, he reminds 
me of an 4)ld priest muttering texts, while the flowers in his chaplet 
dry up. No, I don't like it! 

Charndatta. JNIy frien<l, IMaster Rebhila sang most wonderfully 
this evening. And still you are not satisfied. 

The notes of love, peace, sweetness, could I trace. 

The note that thrills, the note of passion too, 

The note of woman’s loveliness and grace — 

Ah, my poor words add nothing, nothing new! 

Rut as the notes in sweetest cadence rang, 

I thought it was my hidden love who sang. 4 

The melody of song, the stricken strings 
In undertone that hall-unconscious clings, 

More clearly sounding when the passions rise. 

But ever sweeter as the music dies. 

W^ords tluit strong passion fain would say .ugain. 

Yet checks their second utterance in vain; 

For music sweet as this lives on, until 
I walk as hearing sweetest music still. .5 

Maitreya. But see, my friend ! The very'^ dogs are sound asleep in 
the shops that look out on the market. I iCt us go home. [He looks 
Inf ore ldm.~\ Look, look ! ’riie blessed moon seems to give place to 
darkness, as she descends from her palace in heaven. 

Chdrudatta. 'I'rue. 

The moon gives place to darkness as she dips 
Behind the western mountain; and the tips 
Of her uplifted horns alone appear. 

Like two sharp-pointed tusks uplifted clear. 



P.Hi.i] THE HOLE IN THE WALL 45 

Where bathes an elephant in waters cool, 

Who shows naught else above the jungle pool. 6 

Maitreya. AA'ell, here is our house. Vardhamanaka, Tardhainanaka, 
open the door! 

Vardhamanaka. I hear Maitreya’s voice. Chilrudatta has returned. 
I must open the door tor him. \^fTc docs .vo.J Master, I salute you. 
Maitreya, I salute you too. 'Phe couch is ready. I’ray be seated. 
[^Charudatta and Maitreya enter and seat ihemselvcs.^ 

Maitreya. Vardhamanaka, call Radanika to wash our feet, 
Charudatta. [Compassionately.^ She sleeps. Do not wake her. 
Vardliamanaka. I will bring the water, Maitreya, and you may 
wash Charudatta’s feet. 

Maitreya. [Angrily.] I.iOok, man. He acts like the son of a slave 
that he is, for he is bi’inging water, lint he makes me wash your 
feet, and I am a Hrahman. 

Charudatta. (iood Maitreya, do you bring the water, and Vardha- 
manaka shall wash my feet. 

Vardhamanaka. ^’^es, Maitreya. Do you bring the Avater. [Maitreya 
does so. Vardhamanaka xvashes Clairndatla'sjeef, then moves army.] 
Charndatta. I ^et Avater be brought for the Rrahman's feet. 
3[aitreya. What good docs Abater do my feet f 1 shall liavc to roll 
in the dirt again, like a beaten ass. 

Vardhamanaka. Maitreya, you are a Rrahman. 

Maitreya. Yes, like a slow-Avorrn among all the other snakes, so 
am I a Brahman among all the other Bndunans. 

Vardhamanaka. Maitreya, i Avill wash your feet after all. [He does 
.w.J Maitreya, this golden casket I Avas to keep by day, you by 
night. Take it, [ He groes it to Maitreya, then exit. 

Maitreya, [Recewing the casket. ] 'Phe thing is here still. Is n’t there 
a single thief in Ujjayini to steal the wi-etch that robs me of my 
sleep? I.iisten. I am going to take it into the inner court. 
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Charud. Such lax attention we can ill aiford. 

If we are trusted by a courtezan, 

I'hen, Hrahnian, prove yourself an honest man, 

And guard it safely, till it be restored. 7 

[He nods, I'epcafing the stanza “The melody of song, the stricken 
strings : ” jntpe 44.] 

M nitre ija. Are you going to sleep? 

Charudatta. Yes, so it seems. 

For conquering sleej>, descending on mine eyes, 
l'''irst smites the brow witli unresisted blow'; 

Unseen, elusive, like old age, she tries 

To gather strength by weakening her foe. 8 

Maitreifa. Then let’s go to sleep. [He does .w.j 

[Knter Shanrilaka.^^ 

% 

Sharv. I made an entrance for my body’s round 

Ky force of art and arms, a path to deeds! 

I skinned my sides by crawling on the ground. 

Like a snake that sloughs the skin no lor\ger sound; 

And now I go where my profession leads. 9 

[He f^azes at the skij. See! I'lie blessed moon is setting. 

For well I know. 

My trade would fain from watchmen’s eyes be shrouded; 

V^aliant, I force the dw'elling of another. 

Rut see, the stars in deepest dark are clouded, 

Afid the night shields me like a careful mother. 10 
I made a breach in the orchard wall and entered. And now I 
must force my way into the inner court as w'^ell. 

Yes, let men call it vulgar, if they will, 

’file trade that thrives while sleeps the sleepyhead ; 

Yes, knavery, not bravery, call it still,' 

I'o overreach confiding folk a-bed. 

The following scene saliri/es tlie Hindu love of system and classification. 
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Far better blame and hissing, fairly won. 

Than the pay of genuflecting underlings; 

This anticpie path was trod by Drona’s son, 

Who slew the sleeping, unsuspecting kings. 1 1 

But where shall I make the breach ? 

Where is the spot which falling drops decayed? 

For each betraying sound is deadened there. 

No yawning breach should in the walls be made, 

So treatises on robbery declare. 

Where does the palace crumble? Where the place 
That niter-eaten bricks hilse soundness wear? 

Where shall I ’scape the sight of woman’s face? 

Fulfilment of my wishes waits me there. 12 

{lie feels the rca//.] Here is a spot weakened by constant sun and 
sprinkling and eaten by saltpeter rot. And here is a pile of dirt 
thrown up by a mouse. Now heaven be praised ! My venture pro- 
.spers. This is the first sign of success for Skanda’s* .sons. Now first 
of all, how shall I make the breach? The blessed Bearer of the 
(iolden Lance ^ has prescribed four varieties of breach, thus: if 
the bricks arc baked, pull them out; if they are unbaked, cut 
theip; if they are made of earth, wet them; if they are made of 
wood, split them. Here we have baked bricks; ergo, pull out the 
bricks. 


Now what shall be the shape I give the breach? 

A “lotus,” “ci.stern,” “crc.scent moon, ” or “sun”? 
“Oblong,” or “cross,” or “bulging pot”? for each 
The treatises permit. WMiich one? which one ? 

And where shall I display my sovereign skill, 

That in the morni?ig men may wonder still ? 13 

In this wall of baked bricks, the “bulging pot ’ would be effective. 
I will make that. 


^ The patron saint, of thieves. 


- An epithet of Skaruia. 
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At other walls that 1 have pierced l>y night, 

And at rny less successful ventures too, 

'I'he crowd of neighbors gazed by morning light. 

Assigning praise or blame, as was my due. 14 

Praise to the boon-confeiring god, to Skanda of immortal youth! 
Praise to him, the Hearer of the Colden laince, the Brahman’s 
god. the pious! Praise to him, the Child of the Sun ! Praise to him, 
the teacher of magic, whose first pupil 1 am! For he found plea- 
sure in me and gave me magic ointment. 

With which so I anointed be. 

No watchman’s eye my form shall see; 

And edged sword that falls on me 

h'rom cruel wounds shall leave me free. 15 

{He anoints hmsclf.'\ Alas, I have forgotten my measuring line. 
{KeJIecting.'] Aha! This sacred cord ^ shall be my measuring line. 
Ves, the sacred cord is a great blessing to a Brahman, especially to 
one like me. For, you see. 

With this he measures, ere he pierce a wall. 

And picks the lock, when jewels are at stake. 

It serves as key to bolted door and hall. 

As tourniquet for bite of w'orm and snake. • Ki 

The measuring is done. I begin my task. [He (foes so, then tal cs a 
lookl] My breuc'h lacks but a single brick. Alas, I am bitten by a 
snake. {He hinds Iris finder xvith the sacred cord, and vianifests the 
xvorkings of poison I have applied the remedy, and now 1 am re- 
stored. {He continues his icork, then gazes.] Ah, there burns a can- 
dle, See! 

I'hough jealous darkness hems it round. 

The golden-yellow candle from its place 

Shines through the breach upon the ground. 

Take a streak of gold upon tlie touchstone’s face.' 17 

1 The sacrificial cord, which passe.s over the left .shouldcT and under the right arm, is worn con- 
stantiy by members ot the three upper castes. 
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[lie returns to his 'rhe breach i.s finished. Good ! I enter. 

But no, I will not enter yet. I will shove a dunnny in. [He does 
AO.] Ah, no one is there. Ihaise be to Skanda! [He enters and looks 
about. ^ See! Two men asleep. Come, for my own protection 1 will 
open the door. But the house is old and the door squeaks. 1 must 
look for water. Now where might w^ater be? [He looks about, Jimbi 
rcater, and sprinkles the door. A/Keions/jj.] I hope it will not fall 
upon the floor and make a noise. Come, this is the way. [He puts 
his hack against the door and opens it caution sU).] Good! So much 
for that. Now I must discover whether these tw'o are feigning 
sleep, or whether they are asleep in the fullest meaning of the 
term. [He tries to terrifij them, and notes the effect.^ Yes, they must 
be asleep in the fullest meaning of the term. For see! 

I'heir breath first calmly rises, ere it sink ; 

Its regularity all fear defies, 
linmoving in their socket-holes, the eyes 
Are tightly closed, and never seem to wink. 

The limbs rela.xed, at ease the bodies lie, 

I see their feet beyond the bedstead j)eep, 

The lighted candle vexes not the eye; 

It would, if they were only feigning sleep. 18 

[He looks about him.'] What! a drum? And here is a flute. And 
here, a snare-drum. And here, a lute. And reed-pipes. And yon- 
der, manuscripts. Is this the house of a dancing- master ? But no! 
When 1 entered, I was convinced that this was a palatial residence. 
Now then, is this man poor in the fulle.st meaning of tlie term, or, 
from fear of the king or of thieves, does lie kee|7 his property 
buried? Well, my own property i.s buried, too. But I will scatter 
the seeds that betray subterranean gold. [He docs .so.] The scat- 
tered seeds nowhere swell up. Ah, he is poor in the fullest mean- 
ing of the term. Good ! I go. 

Maitrcya. [7'alking rn his sleep. ^ Look, man. I see something like 



50 ACT THE THIRD 14!>7S. 

a hole in the wall. I see something like a thief. You had better 
take this golden casket. 

Skannlaka, I wonder if the man has discovered that I have en- 
tered, and is showing olf his poverty in order to make fun of me. 
Shall I kill him, or is the poor devil talking in his sleep? [//c takes 
a look.] Hut see! This thing wrapped in a ragged bath-clout, now 
that 1 inspect it by the light of my candle, is in truth a jewel- 
casket. Suppose 1 take it. Hut no! It is hardly proper to rob a 
man of good birth, who is as jjoor as I am. 1 go. 

Mnitreya. My friend, by the wishes of cows and Hrahmans ^ I con- 
jure you to take this golden casket. 

Sharvilaka. (^ne may not disregard the sacred wish of a cow and 
the wish of a Hrahman. I will take it. Hut look ! There burns the 
candle. I keep about me a moth for the express purpose of extin- 
guishing candles. 1 will let him enter the flame. This is his place 
and hour. May this moth which I heie release, depart to flutter 
above the flame in varying circles. 'I'lie breeze from tlie insect's 
wings has translated the flame into accursed darkness. Or shall I 
not rather curse the darkness brought by me upon my Hrahmanic 
family ? For my father was a man who knew tlie four V^edas, who 
would not accept a gift; and I, Sharvilaka, his son, and a Hrah- 
man, I am committing a crime for the sake of that courtezan girl 
Madanikil. Now I will grant the Hrahman’s wish. [Tie reaches out 
for the casket.] 

Maifrcya. How cold your fingers arc, man! 

Shannlaka. AVhat carelessness! My fingers are cold from touch- 
ing water. Well, I will put my hand in my armpit, [//c warms 
his left hand and takes the casket.] 

Maitrena, Have you got it? 

Sharvilaka. I could not refuse a Brahman’s request. I have it. 


^ Sacred ( rt'atures. 
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Mailreija. Now I shall sleep as peacefully as a merchant who has 
sold his wares. 

Shat'vilaka. O great Brahman, sleep a hundred years! Alas that a 
Braliman family should thus be plunged in darkness for the sake 
of Madanika, a courtezan ! Or better, 1 myself am thus plunged 
in darkness. 

A curse on poverty, I say! 

T is stranger to the maidy will; 

This act that shims the light of day 

I curse indeed, but do it still. li) 

Well then, I must go to \’^asantasenn’s house to buy Madanika’s 
freedom, [//c rvalks about and loohs around //////.] Ah, 1 think 1 
hear footsteps. 1 hope they are not those of policemen. Never mind. 
I will pretend to be a pill.'ir, and wait. But after all, do policemen 
exist for me, for Sharvilaka? Why, I am 

A eat for crawling, and a deer for flight, 

A liawk for rending, and a dog for sight 

'Po judge the strengtii of men that wake or sleep, 

A snake, when t is advisable to creep. 

Illusion's self, to seem a saint or rogue, 

(ioddess of Speech in understanding brogue: 

A light in blackest night, in holes a lizard I can be, 

A horse on terra firma, and a ship upon the sea. 20 

v\nd again: 

Quick as a snake, and steady as a hill; 

In flight the prince of birds can show no greater skill; 

In searching on the ground I am as keen as any hare, 

In strength I am a lion, and a wolf to rend ;ind tear. 21 

lindnnilid. [l^ruftTiug.] Dear me! Vardharnanaka went to sleep 
in the outer court, and now he is not there. VV'^ell, I will call 
Maitreya. [A'/'c xvalks aboutS\ 



52 


ACT THE THIRD 


[51.1 S. 


Sharvilaka. [^Prepar'ca to strike doxen, Radanika, but first takes a 
/oo/:.J What! a woman? Good! I go. [liixit. 

Radanika. [ReeoUing in terror.] Oh, oh, a thief has cut a liole in 
the wall of our house and is eseaping, I nuist go and wake Mai- 
treya. [*S7/<' apjrrone/ies 3/nitrcpa.] Oh, Maitreya, get up, get up! 
A thief has cut a hole in the wall of our house and has escaped. 
Maitrepa. [Rising'.] Wliat do you mean, wench? “A hole in the 
wall has cut a thief and has escaped”? 

Radanika. Poor fool! Stop your joking. Don’t you see it? 
Maitreya. What do you mean, wench? “It looks as if a second 
door had been thrown open” ? Get up, friend Chanidatta, get up ! 
A thief has made a hole in the M all of our house and has escaped. 
Cf/arudatta. Yes, yes! A truce to your jests! 

Maitreya. But it isn’t a jest. Look! 

Charudatta. W here ? 

Maitreya. Why, here. 

Charudatta. What a very remarkable hole ! 

'Che bricks are drawni aw'ay below, above-, 

I’lie top is nai-row, but the center wide ; 

As if the great house-heart had biu'st w-ith pride, 
Fearing lest the unworthy share its love. 22 

To think that science should be expended on a task like this! 
Maitreya. iMy 1‘riend, this hole must have been made by one of 
tw'o men; either by a stranger, or else Ibr practice by a student 
of the science of robbery. For M’hat man here in irjjayinT does 
not knoM'^ how' much wealth there is in our house? 

Chrirud. Stranger he must hav e been M’ho made the breach, 

^ His customed harvest in my house to reap ; 

He has not learned that vanished riches teach 
A calm, untroubled sleep. 
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He saw the sometime greatness of my home 
, And forced an entrance; for his heart did leap 
' With short-lived hope ; now he must elsewhere roam, 
And over broken hopes must sorely weep. 23 

.lust think of the poor fellow telling his friends: ‘*1 entered the 
house of a merchant’s son, and found — nothing.” 

Mnitrcija. Do you mean to say that you pity the rascally robber ? 
'i’hinks he — “Here ’s a great house. Here s the place to carry off 
a jewel-casket or a gold-casket.” [He rnnembers ihe cankcl. De- 
spondently. Aside.^ Where is that golden casket ? [He reiuembers 
the events of the night. Alond.'\ Look, man! You are always say- 
ing “Maitrcya is a fool, Maitreya is no scliolar.” Hut 1 certainly 
acted wisely in handing oAer that golden casket to you. If 1 
had n’t, the son of a slave would have carried it off. 

Chflrudatta. A truce to your jests ! 

Mnitreya. .Just because I ’m a fool, do you suppose I don’t even 
krjow the place and time for a jest ? 

Charndattn. Hut when did this happen ? 

Mnitreya. WHiy, wlien I told you that your fingers were cold. 
Charudatta. It might have been. [He senrehes about. Joyfully.^ 
My friend, I have something plejisant to tell you. 

Maitreya. What? Wasn’t it stolen? 

Charudatta. Yes. 

Maitreya. VV’hat is the pleasant ucavs, then ? 

Charudatta. I'he fact that he did not go away disappointed. 
Maitreya. Hut it was only entrusted to our care. 

Charudatta. What! entrusted to our care? [He .vtcooz/.v. ] 

Maitreya. Come to yourself, man. Is the faet th.at a thief stole what 
was entrusted to you, any reason why you should swoon ? 
Charudatta. [Coming to himself.'\ Ah, my friend, 
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Who Avill believe the truth ? 

Suspicion now is sure. 

This world will show no ruth 

To the inglorious poor. 24 

Alas! If envious fate before 

Has wooed iny wealth alone. 

Why should she seek my store 
Of virtue as her own? 25 

Maitrcya. I intend to deny the whole thing. Who gave anybody 
anything? who received anything from anybody? who was a wit- 
ness ? 

Charudatta. ^Vnd shall I tell a falsehood now ? 

No! I will beg until I earn 

The wherewithal my debt to pay. 

Ignoble falsehood I will spurn, 

'rhat steals the character aAvay. 26 

Radamka. I will go and tell his good wife. '[She out, 
with Charudatta s xvife.] 

Wife. [Anirionshf.^ Oh! Is it true that my lord is uninjured, and 
Maitreyatoo? 

Radanika. It is true, mi.stress. Hut the gems which belong to the 
courtezan have been stolen. [Chnrudattds xvife fixvoousJ] O my good 
mistress! Come to yourself! 

Wife. [R eeoiwring.'\ Girl, lu)w can you say that my lord is unin- 
jured? Hetter that he were injured in body than in character. For 
now tlie people of Ujjayini will .say that ray lord committed this 
crime because of his poverty. [She hoka up and si^h.<i.^ Ah, mighty 
Fate! The destinies of the poor, uncertain as the water-drops which 
fall upon a lotus-leaf, seem to thee but playthings. I'here remains 
to me this one necklace, which I brought with me from my mo- 
ther’s house. Hut my lord would be too proud to accept it. Girl, 
call Maitreya hither. 
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Radanika. Yes, mistress. [^She approaches Maitreija.^ Maitreya, 
my lady summons you. 

Muitrejja. A V here is she ? 

Radanika. Here. Come! 

Maitreya. \^^ipproacliing.~\ Heaven bless you! 

Jf iJ'e. I salute you, sir. Sir, will you look straiojht in front of you ? 
3Iaitreya. Madam, here stands a man who looks straight in front: 
of him. 

Wife. Sir, you must accept this. 

3Iadreya. XAMiy ? 

IV^ife. I have observed the Ceremony of the Gems. And on this 
occasion one must make as great a present as one may to ii Hrah- 
man. This I have not done, therefore pray accept this necklace. 
3[aitreya. [Receiving the necklace.] Heaven l)less you! I will go 
and tell my friend. 

Wife. You must not do it in such a way as to make me blush, 
Maitreya. [tieit. 

3Iailreya. [In astonishment.] What generosity! 

Charudatta. How Maitreya lingers! I trust his giaef is not leading 
him to do what he ought not. JMaitreya, Maiti'cya! 

3Iaiireya. [.. Ipproaching.] Here I am. I’ake that, [lie displays the 
necklaee.] 

Charudatta. W hat is this? 

3laitreya. W^hy, that is the reward you get for marrying such a 
wife. 

Charudatta. W^hat! my wife takes ])ity on me ? Alas, now am I 
poor indeed! 

When fate so robs him of Ifis all. 

That on her pity he must call. 

The man to woman’s state doth fall, 

The woman is the man. 


27 
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But no, I am not pool-. For I have a wife 

Whose love outlasts my wealthy day; 

In thee a friend through good and ill; 

And truth that naught could take away: 

Ah, this the poor man lacketh still. 28 

Maitreya, take the necklace and go to A'^asantasena. Tell her in 
my name that we have gambled away the golden casket, forget- 
ting that it was not our own; that we trust slie will accept this 
necklace in its place. 

Maitrcyu. But you must not give away this necklace, the pride of 
the four seas, for that cheap thing that was stolen before we had 
a bite or a drink out of it. 

Charudalta. Not so, my friend. 

She showed her trust in leaving us her treasure; 

I'he price of conlidcnce has no less measure. 21) 

Friend, I conjure you by this gesture, not to return until you 
have delivered it into her hands. A’^ardhamanaka, do you speedily 

Fill \ip the opening with the selfsame bricks; 

Thus will I thwart tlie process of the law. 

For the blemish of so great a scandal sticks. .'JO 

And, friend Maitreya, you must show youi- pride by not speaking 
too despondently. 

Maitreya. How can a poor man help speaking despondently ? 
Charudutta. Poor 1 am not, my friend. For I have a wife 
Whose love outlasts my Avealthy day; 

In tliee a friend through good and ill ; 

And tiuth that naught co\ild take away: 

i\li, this the poor man lacketh still. (28) 

Go then, and after performing rites of purificjition, I will offer 
my morning prayer. \^E:veunt omnes. 



ACT THE FOURTH 
MADANIKA AND SHAIIVILAKA 
j[£aul lEnier a mauL] 

I A M entrusted with a message for iny mistress by her mother. 

Here is my mistress. Slie is gazing at a picture and is talking 
with Madanikii. I will go to her. [AV/e rculks ahoni. Then enter 
Vasanlasena, as described, and Madaniku.] 

Kasantaseiia. Madanika girl, is this portrait really like C'harii- 
datta? 

Madanika. V^ery like. 

Kasantasena. How do you know? 

Mad((tnka. lleeause my mistress' eyes arc fastened so lovingly 
upon it. 

Tasantasena. iMadanikii girl, do you say this because courtezan 
courtesy demands it? 

Madanika. Hut mistress, is the courtesy of a girl wlio lives in a 
courtezajVs house, necessarily false? 

Va.mntasena. Girl, courtezans meet so many kinds of men that 
they do learn a false courtesy. 

Madanika. Hut when the eyes of my mistress find such delight in 
a thing, and her heart too, what need is there to ask the reason ? 
Tasantasena. Hut I shoidd not like to have my friends laugh at me. 
Madanika. You need not be afraid. W^omen understand women. 
Maid. [^lpp7'oachitii:^.'\ Mistress, your mother sends word that a 
covered cart is waiting at the side-door, and that you are to take 
a drive. 

Tasantasena. Tell me, is it Charudatta who in\ ites me? 

Maid. Mistress, the man who sent ornaments worth ten thousand 
gold -pieces Avith the cart — 
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Vamntme7ia. Is wlio ? 

Maui. Is tlic king’s brother-in-law, Sanstlianaka. 

Vamutascnu. {ludignantly,^ Go! and never eoine again on such 
an errand. 

Maid. 1 )o not be angry, mistress. I was only sent with the message. 
J^amnta.scnU. Hut it is the message which makes me angry. 

Maid. Jiut what sliall 1 tell your motlier? 

Vamutasi'ua. Tell ni}^ mothei' never to send me another such 
message, unless she wishes to kill me. 

Maid. As you will. [K.vil.] [AV//e?' Shm'v'daka.'] 

Sharx). lilame for my sin I laid upon the night; 

I eoiKjuered sleep and watchmen of the king; 
lint darkness wanes, and in the sun's clear light 

My light is like the moon’s a faded thing. 1 

And again : 

WMioever east at me a passing look. 

Or neared me, anxious, as they (piiekly ran. 

All sueli my laden soul for foes mistook; 

For sin it was wherein man’s fear l)egan. 2 

W'ell, it was for M.adanika’s sake that 1 did the deed of sin. 

I paid no heed to any one who talked witli .serving-men; 

'Phe lionscs ruled by women-folk these I avoided most; 
And when policemen sevaned to hav'e me almost in their ken, 

I stood stock-still ajid acted just exactly like a post, 

A Imndred such maiKcuvres did I constantly essay. 

And by such means succeeded in turning night to day. 3 
[He xcalh's about. ~\ 

Vamntaseua. (iirl, lay this picture on my sofa and come back at 
once with a fan. 

Madanika. Yes, mistress. [Eait xcif/i the picture. 

Shariilalia. This is Yas.‘intasena’s house. I w'ill enter. [He does .vo.] 
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I wonder wdiere T can find Madanika. \^Knter Madanika xvith the 
fan. Sharvilaka discover.s! hc7\] Ah, it is Madanika. 

Surpassing iMadana^ himself in charm, 

She seems the bride of Love, in human guise; 

Even while my lieart the flames of passion harm, 

Slie brings a sandal- coolness to my eyes, 4 

Madanikli! 

Mada/tika. [7>/.s'cor(’? s' Shat-oihdm.^ Oli, oh, oli, Sharvilaka! I am so 
glad, Sharvilaka. WHiere have you been? 

Sharvilaka. I wdll tell you. Sfl'hrif ^nze at each other pa.s.sio/ia fell/. ] 
Vasaidaseua. How Madanika lingers! I wonder where she is. [i,S7/e 
looks through a biiirs-eye iviudcnv.] W'hy, there she stands, talking 
with a man. Her lo\'ing glance does not waver, and she gazes as 
if she would drink him in. 1 imagine he must be the man who 
wishes to make her free. Well, let her slay, let her stay. Never in- 
terrupt anybody’s ha])piness. 1 will not call lier. 

Madanika. 'rdl me, Sliarvilaka. [Sharvilaka looks about him un- 
easily.] VV'hat is it, Sharvilaka ? You seem uneasy. 

Sharvilaka. I wdll tell you a secret. Are w’C alone? 
iifadaitika. Of course we arc. 

f^asantasenU. What! a deep secret? I wall not listen. 

Sharvilaka. 'I’ell me, Madanika. ^^"ill Vasantasena take a price for 
your freedom ? 

Fasantasenu. The i-onversation has to do with me? 'I'lien I will 
hide behind this wdndow' and listen. 

Madanika. I asked my mistress about it, Sharvilaka, and she said 
that if she could have her way, she would fVee all her servants for 
nothing, llut Sharvilaka. where did you find such a fortime that 
you can think of buying my freedom from my mistress ? 
Sharvilaka. A victim to my pauper plight. 

And your sw'eet love to win, 

^ A mimv of Kama, the god of love. 


^ lJ.sed as a n'frigerant. 
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For you, my timid nuiid, last night 

I did the deed of sin. 5 

Vamnta.sciia. His face is tranquil. It would be troubled, if he had 
sinned. 

3Ia(lanikr(. Oh, Sharvilaka! For a mere nothing — for a woman 
you have risked both things! 

Sfuirvilaka. ^Vhat things? 

Mmlamka. Vour life and your character. 

Sharvllalm. My foolish girl, fortune favors the brave. 

Madanika. Oh, Sharvilaka! Your character was without a stain. 
You didn’t do anything very bad, did you, wiicn for my sake you 
did the deed of sin ? 

Sharv. The gems that magnify a w^oman’s charm, 

As Howers the creeping plant, 1 do not harm. 

1 do not rob the linihman of liis pelf, 

Nor seize the saerilicial gold myself. 

I do not steal the baliy h’om the nurse. 

Simply because I need to till my purse. 

Even as a thief, I strive with main and might 
For just distinction ’twixt the wrong and right. 6 

And so you may tell ^'asantasena this: 

liiese ornaments were made for you to don. 

Or so it seems to me; 

But as you love me, never put them on 

Wliere other folks may see. 7 

Madanika. But Sharvilaka, ornaments that nobody may see, and 
a courtezan — the two things do not hang together, (five me the 
jewels. I want to see them. 

Sharvilaka. Here they are. [//e ffives them to her xvith some un- 
easines,s.~\ 

Madanika. \^^l^.mmining the jewch.'] It seems to me I have seen 
these before. '^Pell me. Where did you get them? 
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ShnrvUaka. What does tliat matter to you, Madaniku ? Take them. 
3fadanika. \^Angrihf.] If you can’t trust me, why do you wish to 
buy my freedom ? 

Sharvihtka. ^^^ell, this morning I heard in the merchants’ quarter 
tliat the merchant Chilrudatta- - 
\^J^as(mtmend and Madaiuka srconn.'] 

Sharviloka. Madanikii! Come to yourself! WHiy is it that now 
Your figure seems to melt in limp despair, 

Your eyes are wildly rolling here and there? 

That when 1 come, sweet girl, to make you free, 

You fall to trembling, not to pitying me? S 

Madanika. [Coining to herself.'] O you rci'kless man ! When you 
did what you ought not to have done for my sake, you did n’t kill 
anybody or hurt anybody in that house? 

Shnrinlaka. Madanika, Sharvilaka does not strike a terrified man 
or a man asleep. I did not kill anybody nor hurt anybody. 
31adanikd. Ileal ly '? 

Sharvilaka. Real ly. 

Casantasend. [RceoxH'ring conseiotmieiis.] Ah, 1 breathe again. 
Madanikd. 'riiank heaven ! 

Sharvilaka. [Jealousljf.] \\''hat does this “’I’liank heaven” mean, 
Madanika? 

I sinned for you, when love had made me pine, 
Although my house was good since Lime began; 

Love took my virtue, but my pride is mine. 

You call me friend and love another man ? !) 

[Meaninglif.] A iiolile youth is like a goodly tree ; 

llis wealth, the fruit .so fair; 

The courtezan is like a bird; for she 
Pecks him and leaves Iujti bare. 

Love is a fire, whose dame is lust. 

Whose fuel is gallantry, 


10 
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Wherein our youth and riches must 

Thus sacrificed be. 11 

Fasiwtnacna. [With a smile.^ His excitement is a little out of 
place. 

Sharvildhn. ^'cs! 

'riiose men are fools, it seems to me, 

W'ho trust to women or to gold; 

For gold and girls, t is plain to see, 

iVre false as virgin snakes and cold. 12 

Uove not a woman; if you ever do. 

She mocks at you, and plays the gay deceiver: 

\'et if she loves you, you may love her too; 

Hut if she does n’t, leave her. 13 

'foo true it is that 

A courtezan will laugh and cry for gold; 

She trusts you not, but waits your trustful hour. 

If virtue and a name are yours, then hold! 
iVvoid her as you would a graveyard flower. 11 

j:\nd again : 

As fickle as the billows of the sea, 

Clovving no longer than the evening sky, 

A woman takes your gold, then leaves you free; 

You 're worthless, like cosmetics, when you’re dry. 15 
Yes, women are indeed fickle. 

One mart perhaps may hold her heart in trust. 

She lures another with eocpicttish eyes. 

Sports with another in unseemly lust. 

Another yet her body satisfies. 16 

As .some one has well said : 

On mountain-tops no lotuses are grow n ; 

'fhe horse’s yoke no ass wull evei' bear; 

Rice never springs from seeds of barley sown; 
eourtezan is not an honest fair. 


17 
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Accursed Charudatta, you shall not live! [//c takes a Jew stejh'i.] 
Madnnika. [^Seizinff the hem of his garment.'\ O you foolish man! 
Your anger is so ridiculous. 

Shaj'irilaka. Ridiculous? how so? 

Madanika. Because these jewels belong to my mistress. 
Sharvilaka. And what then ? 

Madanika. And she left tliem with that gentleman. 

Shai'vilaka. What for? 

Madanika. \^lV/mpe7's.'\ That’s why. 

Sharvilaka, [^Sheepishly.'] Confound it! 

The sun w^as hot one summer day; 

I sought the shadow, there to stay: 

Poor fool ! the kindly hrancli to pay, 

I stole its sheltering leax es away. 18 

yasantasena. How sorry he seems. Surely, he did this thing in 
ignorance. 

Shari'ilaka. What is to be done now, IMadanikil? 

Madanika, Your own wit should tell you that. 

Sharvilaka. No. For you must remember, 

. Nature herself gives women wit; 

Men learn from books a little hit. 11) 

Madanika. Sharvilaka, if you will take my advice, restore the 
jewels to that righteous man. 

Sharvilaka. But Madanika, what if he should prosecute me? 
Madanika. No cruel heat comes from the moon. 
yasantasena. Good, Madanika, good ! 

Shariiilaka. Madanika, 

For w'hat I did, I feel no grief nor fear; 

W'hy tell me of this good man’s virtues high ? 

Shame for my baseness touches me more near; 

What can this king do to such rogues as I ? 


20 
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Nevertheless, your suggestion is inconsistent with prudence. You 
must discover some other plan. 

Madanika. \'es, there is another plan. 

VmantaHena. I wonder what it will be. 

Madanika. Pretend to be a servant of that gentleman, and give 
the jewels to my mistress. 

Shari'daka. And what then? 

Madanika. Then you are no thief^ diilrudatta has discharged his 
obligation, and my mistress has her jewels. 

Shanrilaka. Rut isn’t this course too reckless? 

Madanika, I tell you, give them to her. Any other course is too 
reckless. 

Fasantascnri. Good, Madanika, good! Spoken like a free woman. 
Sharvilaka. Risen at last is wisdom’s light, 

Reeause 1 followed after you; 

When clouds obscure the moon by night, 

’T is hard to find a guide so true. 21 

Madanika. Then you must wait here a moment in Kfima’s shrine, 
while I tell my mistress that you have come. 

Sharinlaka. I will. 

Madanika. \ApproachcH V<isantascna.~\ Mistress, a Rrahman has 
come from Charudatta to see you. 

Vamniascna. Rut girl, how do you know that he comes from 
Charudatta? 

Madanika. Should I not know my own, mistress ? 

Vamntasena, [Shaking her head and svnUng. Aside.~\ Splendid ! 
[Alaud.^ Rid him enter. 

Madanika. Yes, mistress. [Approaching Shai'xnlakai] Enter, Shar- 
vilaka. 

Sharx-ilaka. [Appx'oache.s. JVi/h some efnbafTassxneni.^ My greet- 
ings to you. 
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F asantase7ia. I salute you, sir. Pray be seated. 

Sharviluka. The merchant sends tliis message: “My house is so 
old that it is hard to keep this casket safe. Pray take it back.” 
\_He gives if to Madanika, and starts to tcaiw.^ 

Fasantasena. Sir, will you undertake a return commission of mine ? 
Sharvilaka. [y/.vw/c.] Who will carry it? [A/ond.] And this com- 
mission is — 

Fasanfase/ia. You will be good enough to accept Madanika. 
Sharvilaka. Madam, I do not quite understand. 

Fasantasena. Hut I do. 

Sharvilaka. How so? 

Fasantasena. Charudatta told me that I was to giv"e Madanika to 
the man who should return these jewels. You are therefore to 
understand that he makes you a present of her. 

Sharvilaka. [y/.y/V/(’.] ..Ah, she sees through me. [^//om(/.] Good, 
Charudatta, good ! 

On virtue only set your heart’s desire ; 

The righteous poor attain to heights whereto 
The wicked wealthy never may as|)irc. 22 

And again : 

On virtue let tlio human heart be set; 

'I’o virtue nothing serves as cheek or let. 

'I’he moon, attaining unatbiinable, is led 
By virtue to her seat on Shiva's head. 23 

Fasantasena. Is my driver there? \^Knter a servant zeith a hulloek- 
eart.\ 

Serzmnt. Mistress, the cart is ready. 

Fasantasena. Madanika girl, you must show me a happy face. 
You are free. Enter the bullock -cart. Hut do not forget me. 
Madanika. [ Weeping.'] My mistress drives me away. [She falls at 
her feet. ] 

Fasantasena. You are now the one to whom honor should be 
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paid.^ Go then, enter tlie cart. Rut do not forget me. 

Sharvilaka. Heaven bless you! and you, Madanika, 

I'urn upon lier a happy face. 

And hail with bended head the grace 
I'hat gives you now the name of wife, 

As a veil to keep you safe through life. 24 

[//i’ enters the huUoek-eart rvif/i Madanika, and staf'ts away,} 

A 'ooiee behind the seenes. Men! Men! We liave the following 
orders from the chief of police: “A soothsayer has declared that 
a young herdsman named Aryaka is to become king. I’rusting to 
this prophecy, and alarmed thereat. King Palaka has taken him 
from his hamlet, and thrown him into strict conlinement. 'fhere- 
fore be watcliful, and every man at his post. ” 

Sharvihdat. [^Listeninf:;.] W'hat! King Palaka has imprisoned my 
good friend iVryaka^ And liere I am, a marric'd man. Confound it! 
Ihit no. 

Two things alone — his friend, his w'ife — 

Deserve man’s Ioac below; 

A hundred brides may forfeit life 

Ere he should suffer so. 2.5 

Good! I will get out. [He does so.} 

Madanika. [FoIdin/i>; her hands. Tearfnibj.} My lord, if you mast, 
at least bring me first to your parents. 

Shai'x'ikdm. Yes, my love, I will. I had the same thought in mind. 
[ To the servant.} My good fellow, do you know the house of the 
inercliant Rebhila? 

Sen a n t. C ertai n ly. 

Sharvi/aka. Rring my wife thither. 

Servant. Yes. sir. 

Madanika. If you desire it, dear. But dear, you must be very 
careful. [Kwit. 


1 'Hint i.s to .say» You are riow a wife, while 1 am still a courtezan. 
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S/iarvilaka. Now ns for me, 

111 rouse my kin, the kitchen cabinet, 

I’hose high in fame by strength of good right arm, 

And tliose wlio with the king’s contempt have met. 

And royal slaves, to save my friend from harm: 

Ijike old Yaugandharayana 

For tlic good king Udayana. 26 

And again: 

My friend has causeless been confined 
By wicked foes of timid kind; 

I dy, I fly to free him soon, 

Jjike the eclipse-oppressed moon. 27 

Maid. [^Kntcrirtii'.^ Mistress, I congratulate you. A Brahman has 

come with a message from (lulrudatta. 

Va)ia}itascna. iVli, this is a joyful day. Show him every mark of 
respect, girl, and have him conducted liither by one of the pages. 
Maid. V’es, mistress. [F.'ivV. 


[Knter Maitreifa xdth a pa^c.'\ 

Maitreifa. AV^ell! R.avana, the king of tlie demons, travels with his 
chariot that they call the “Blossom.” He earned it by his penances. 
Now I am a Brahman, and though I never pcalormed any penances, 
1 travel with another sort of a blossom- a woman of the town. 
Maid. Sir, will you inspect our gateway. 

Maitrcffn. {^Crazes admrrinfj!;hf."\ It has just been sprinkled and 
cleaned and received a coat of gi’cen. The threshold of it is pretty 
as a picture with the offerings of all sorts of fragrant flowers. It 
stretches up its head as if it wanted to peep into the sky. It is 
adorned with strings of jasmine garlands that hang down and toss 
about like the trunk of the heavenly elephant. It shines with its 
high ivory portal. It is lovely w^ith any number of holiday banners 
that gleam red as great rubies and wave their coquettish fingers as 
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they flutter in the breeze and seem to invite tne to enter. Both 
sides are decorated with holiday water-jars of crystal, which are 
charming with their bright-green mango twigs, and are set at the 
foot of the pillars that sustain the portal. UMie doors are of gold, 
thickly set with diamonds as hard to pierce as a giant’s breast. 
It actually wearies a poor devil’s envy. YT'S, V^asantasena’s house- 
door is a beautiful thing. Really, it forcibly challenges the atten- 
tion of a man who does n’t care about such things. 

Maid. Come, sir, and enter the first court. 

Maitreya. [Kutera and loo/cs ubou/.] AA’^ell ! Here in the first court 
are rows of balconies brilliant as the moon, or as sea-shells, or as 
lotus-stalks; whitened by handfuls of pow<ler strewn ov'er them; 
gleaming with golden stairways inlaid with all sorts of gems; they 
seem to gaze down on Ujjayini with their round faces, the crystal 
windows, from which strings of pearls are dangling. The porter sits 
there and snoozes as comfortably as a professor. I'he crows which 
they tempt with rice-gruel and curdled milk will not eat the 
offering, because they can’t distinguish it from the mortar. Show 
me the way, madam. 

Maid. Come, sir, and enter the second court. 

Maitreya. \lilntcrs and looks abaul.\ Well! Here in the second 
court the cart-bullocks are tied. They grow fat on mouthfuls of 
grass and pulse-stalks which arc brought them, right and left, by 
everybody. Their horns arc smeared with oil. And here is another, 
a buffalo, snorting like a gentleman insulted. And here is a ram* 
having his neck rubbed, like a prize-fighter after the fight. And 
here are others, horses having their manes put in shape. And here 
in a stall is another, a monkey, tied fast like a thief, [//c looks in 
another direetion.^ i\nd here is an elephant, taking from his drivers 
a cake of rice and drippings and oil. Show me the way, madam. 
Maid. Come, sir, and enter the third court. 

Maitreya. \_Knters and looks about. ^ Well! Here in the third court 

1 “Rams in India are ('oninionly trained to fielit.” Wilson. 
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are these seats, prepared for young gentlemen to sit on. A hall- 
read book is lying on the gaming-table. And the table itself has 
its own dice, made out of gems. And here, again, are courtc/ans 
and old hangers-on at court, past masters in the Avar and peace of 
love, wandering about and holding in their fingers pictures painted 
in many colors. Show me the Avay, madam. 

M(d(L Come, sir, and enter the fourth court. 

Maitrcya. \_P'/n1ers and looks about 1] AVell! Here in the fourth 
court the drums that maiden fingers beat are booming like the 
thunder ; the cymbals are falling, as the stars fall from heaven Avhen 
their merit is exhausted the pipe is discoursing music as sweet 
as the humming of bees. .^Vnd here, again, is a lute tliat somebody 
is holding on his lap like a girl Avho is excited by jealousy and 
love, and he is stroking it with his fingers. And here, again, are 
courtezan girls that sing as charmingly as honey-drunken bees, 
and they are made to dance and recite a drama with love in it. 
And Avater-coolers are hanging in the Avindows so as to catch the 
breeze. ShoAv me the way. madam. 

Maid. Come, sir, and enter the fifth court. 

Maitreya. [^l^hiters and looks about.] Well! Here in the fifth court 
tl\c overpoAv^ering smell of asafetida and oil is attractiv-e enough 
to make a poor devil’s mouth water. 'I'he kitchen is kept hot all 
the time, and the gusts of steam, laden Avith all sorts of good 
smells, seem like siglis issuing from its mouth-like doors. The 
smell of the preparation of all kinds of foods and sauces makes me 
smack my lips. And here, again, is a butclier’s boy washing a mess 
of chitterlings as if it Averc an old loin-clotli. The cook is prepar- 
ing every kind of food. Sweetmcjits are being constructed, cakes 
are being baked. [7’o l/imsclf'.] I wonder if 1 am to get a chance to 
Avash my feet and an invitation to cat Avhat I can hold. [Me looks 
in. another direction.] 'riierc are courtezans and bastard pages, 

1 Virtuous souls aft tT death may beeonic stars; but wlien their .stellar happiness equals the 
sum of their acquired merit, they fall to earth attain. 
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adorned with any number of jewels, just like Gandharvas^ and 
Apsarases.2 Really, this house is heaven. Tell me, who are you 
bastards anyway ? 

Pages. Why, we are bastard pages - 

Petted in a stranger’s court. 

Fed on stranger’s food. 

Stranger’s money makes us sport — 

Not so very good. 

Stranger women gave us birth. 

Stranger men begot; 

Baby elephants in mirth, 

VV'^e ’re a bastard lot. 28 

Maitreya. Show me the way, madam. 

Maid. Come, sir, and enter the sixth court. 

Maitreya. [Kntcrs and looh\s about. AV’^ell! Here in the sixth 
court they are working in gold and jewels. The arches set with 
sapphires look as if they w'ere the home of the i-ainbow. The jew- 
elers are testing the lapis lazuli, the pearls, the corals, the topazes, 
the sapphires, the cat’s-eyes, the rubies, the emeralds, .and all the 
other kinds of gems. Rubies are being set in gold. Golden orna- 
ments are being fashioned. Pearls are being strung on a red cord. 
Pieces of lapis lazuli are being elevex’ly polislicd. Shells are being 
pierced. Corals are being ground. Wet bundles of saffron are be- 
ing dried. Musk is being moistened. Sandalwood is being ground 
to make sandal- water. Perfumes are being compounded. Betel- 
leaves .and camphor are being given to courtezans and their lovers. 
Coquettish glances arc being exchanged. I,.aughter is going on. 
Wine is being drunk incessantly with sounds of glee. Here are 
men-servants, here are maid-servants, and here are men who for- 
get child and wife and money. When the courtezans, who have 
drunk the wine from the Ii(juor-jars, give them the mitten, they — 
drink. Show me the way, m.ad.am. 


^ The choristers of ho;ivcri. 


2 The nymphs of hcMven. 
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Maid. Come, sir, and enter the seventh court. 

Mnxtreifa. ^Kntcra and looks about.] Well ! Here in the seventh 
court the mated doves are sitting comfortably in their snug dove- 
cotes, billing aiui cooing and nothing else, and perfectly happy. 
And there is a parrot in a cage, chanting like a Brahman with a 
bellyful of curdled milk and rice. And here, again, is a talking 
thrush, chattering like a housemaid who spreads herself because 
somebody noticed her. A cuckoo, her tliro.at still happy from tast- 
ing all sorts of fruit-syrups, is cooing like a procuress. Rows of 
cages are hanging from pegs. Quails are being egged on to fight. 
Partridges are being made to talk. Caged pigeons are being pro- 
voked. A tame peacock that looks as if he was adorned with all 
sorts of gems is dancing happily about, and as he flaps his wings, 
he seems to be fanning the roof wliicli is distressed l)y the rays 
of the sun. [lie looks in another dircetion.] Mere are pairs of fla- 
mingos like moonbeams rolled into a ball, that wander about after 
pretty girls, as if they wanted to learn how to walk gracefully. 
And here, again, are tame cranes, walking around like ar\cient 
eunuchs. Well, well! This courtezjin keeps a I'egular menagerie of 
birds. Really, the courte/an’s house seems to me like Indra’s hea- 
ven. Show me the wjiy, madam. 

Maid. Come, sir, and enter the eighth court. 

Maitrejia. [Entci's and looks about.] Madam, who is this in the 
silk cloak, adorned with such astonishingly tautologous ornaments, 
who wanders about, stumbling and strctcliing his lind)s^ 

JMaid. Sir, this is my mistress’ brother. 

Maitreya. VV^hat sort of ascetic exercises does a man have to per- 
form, in order to be born as \’asantascna.’s brother ? But no, 

lie may be shiny, may be greasy, 
iVnd perfumed may he be. 

And yet I warii you to go ea.sy: 

He ’s a graveyard champak-tree. 


29 
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IHe looks in another direction.'\ But madam, who is that in the 
expansive garment, sitting on the throne? She has shoes on her 
greasy feet. 

Maid. Sir. that is my mistress’ mother. 

Maitreifa. Lord ! Wliat an extensive belly the dirty old witch has 
got! 1 suppose they couldn’t put that superb portal on the house 
till after they had brought the idol in? 

Maid. R ascal! You must not make fun of our mother so. She is 
pining away under a quartan ague. 

Maitreya. \^liursts out lauf^hin^.^ O thou blessed quartan ague! 
liOok thou upon a Brahman, even upon me, Avith this thy favor! 
Maid. Rascal! May death strike you. 

Maitreya. \^Iiursts out laui^hing.'] Why, Avench, a pot-belly like 
that is better dead. 

Drinking brandy, rum, and AA'ine, 

Mother fell extremely ill. 

If mother noAv should peak and pine, 

A jackal-pack Avoid<l luiA'e its fill. 30 

Well, I have seen Vasantasena’s palace with its many incidents 
and its eight courts, and really, it seems as if I had seen the triple 
heaven in a nut-shell. I have n’t the eloquence to praise it. Is this 
the house of a c*ourtezan, or a piece of Kubera’s ^ palace? Where ’s 
yo«ir mistress? 

Maid. She is here in the orchard. Enter, sir. 

Maitreya. [Knte7'S and looks about. ^ Well! What a beautiful or- 
chard! ’I’hcre arc any nundjcr of trees planted here, and they are 
covered Avith the most wonderful flowers. Silken swings are hung 
under the thick -set trees, just big enough for a girl to sit in. 'Phe 
golden jasmine, the shephiilikii, the white jasmine, the jessamine, 
the navamallika, the amaranth, the spring creeper, and all the other 
flowers haA'c fallen of themselves, and really, it makes Indra’s hea- 


1 The god of wealllK 
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ven look dingy. [^Tle looks in another direction And the pond here 
looks like the morning twilight, for the lilies and red lotuses are 
as splendid as the rising sun. And again: 

The ashoka-tree, whose twigs so merry 
And crimson flowers have just appeared. 

Seems like a battling mercenary. 

With clotting crimson gore besmeared. 31 

Good! Now where’s your mistress? 

Maid. If you would stop star-gazing, sir, you w'ould see her. 
Maitreya. [Perceives Vasantasenu and approaches.^ Heaven bless 
you! 

Kasantasenn. [Speaki nf^ i n Sanskrit.^] Ah, Maitreya! [Rising.^ You 
are very w^eleome. Here is a seat. J*ray be seated. 

Maitreya. \Yhen you are seated, madam. [They both seat them- 
selves.'] 

Pasanfasena. Is the merchant's son well? 

Maitreya. NA'^ell, madam. 

Vasantasend. Tell me, good Maitreya, 

Do friends, like birds, yet seek a shelter free 
, Beneath the modest bouglis of this fair tree. 

Whose leaves are virtues, eonfidenee its root. 

Its blossoms honor, good its precious Iruit? 32 

Maitreya. [Aside.] A good description by a naughty woman. 
[Aloud.] They do, indeed. 

Pa.mn/ase/al. 'fell me, wdiat is the purpose of your coming? 
Maitreya. Listen, madam. 'I'he excellent Chllrudatta folds his 
hands'^ and requests - 

Pasanla.send. [Folding her hands.] A nd eonimands — 

Maitreya. He says he imagined that that golden casket was his 
owm and gambled it aw^ay. And nobody knows wdiere the gambling- 


^ This shows the exeellence of Vasantasena's ediieation. Women, a.s an almost invariabh' rtiJe, 
speak IVakrit. - A {gesture of respectful entreaty. 
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master has gone, for he is employed in the king’s business. 

Maid. iSIistrcss, 1 (congratulate you. The gentleman has turned 
gambler. 

l^a.santasena. [v/wV/r.] It was stolen by a thief, and he is so proud 
that he says he gambled it away. I love him for that. 

Maitrcya. He recjuests that you will therefore be good enough to 
accept in its place this necklace of pearls. 

Vamntasena. [A.side.} Shall I show him the jewels? 

No, not yet. 

Maitrcya. Why don’t you take this necklace? 
f^a.santaisena. (trid looks at her friend . Why should 1 not 

take the necklace, Maiti'eya? [A/zc takc.H it and lays it arvay. A.sidc.] 
How is it possible that drops of honey fall from the mango-tree, 
even after its blossoms are gone? [A/ond.] Sir, pray tell the w'orthy 
gambler Charudatta in my name that I shall pay him a visit this 
evening. 

Maitreya. [Asidc.l ^^’^hat else does she expect to get out of a visit 
to our house? [Akmd.] Madam, I will tc'll him — [(/.svV/c] to have 
nothing more to do with tins courtezan. [kkeit. 

f^a.mntasenn. 'fake tlicsc jewels, girl. Uet us go and bring cheer 
to Charudatta. 

Maid, lint mistress, see! An untimely storm is gathering. 
feasant. The clouds may come, the rain may fall forever, 

The night may blacken in the sky above; 

For this I care not, nor I will not waver; 

My lieart is journeying to him 1 love. 33 

Take the necklace, girl, and come (juickly. [Kxemd otnnes. 
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[^Thc love-lorn CharudaUa appears, seated.} 

Charudatta. [Looks up.'] 

A N untimely storm i is gathering. For see! 

^ The peacocks gaze and lift their funs on high ; 

The swans forget their purpose to depart ; 

The untimely storm afflicts the blackened sky, 

And the wistful lovers lieart. 1 

And again : 

The wet bull’s belly wears no deeper dye; 

In flashing lightning’s golden mantle clad, 

While cranes, his buglers, make the heaven glad, 

'Fhe cloud, a second Vushnu,“ mounts the sky. 2 

And yet again : 

As dark as V’ishnu’s form, with circling cranes 
'I’o trumpet him, instead of bugle strains, 

.(Vnd garmented in lightning’s silken robe, 
Approaches now the harbinger of rains. R 

When lightnitig’s lamp is lit. the silver river 
Impetuous falls from out the cloudy womb; 
lake severed lace from heaven-cloaking gloom. 

It gleams an instant, then is gone forever. 4 

lake shoaling fishes, or like dolphins shy. 

Or like to swans, toward heaven’s vault that fly, 

Ijike paired flamingos, male and mate together. 

Like mighty pinnacles that tower on high. 


1 In Indian love-poetry, the rainy season i.s the time when lovers most ard(*ntly lonj^ to be 
united. 2 In allusion to Vishnu's name, Krishna, “black." 
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In thousand forms the tumbling clouds embrace. 
Though torn by winds, they gather, interlace. 

And paint tlie ample canvas of the sky. 5 

The sky is black as Dhritaraslitra’s face; 

I’roud as the champion of Kuril’s race, 

Tlie haughty peacock shrills his joy abroad ; 

The cuckoo, in Yudhishthira’s sad case. 

Is forced to wander if he would not die; 

The swans must leave their forest-homes and fly, 
lake Panda’s sons, to seek an unknown place. G 

[Rc/lecthi^.] It is long since Maitreya went to visit V^asantasena. 
And even yet he does not come. [Enter Maitj'ciju.] 

Maitreya. C^onfound the eourtezan’s avarice and her incivility ! To 
think of her making so short a story of it! Over and over she 
repeats something about the affection she feels, and then without 
more ado slie pockets the necklace. She is rich enough so that 
she might at least have said; “Good Maitreya, rest a little. You 
must not go until you have had a cup to drink.” Confound the 
courtezan! I hope I'll never set eyes on her again. [lEeari///.] 
The proverb is right. “ It is hard to find a lotus-plant without a 
root, a merchant who never cheats, a goldsmith who never steals, 
a village-gathering without a light, and a courtezan without ava- 
rice. Well, I ’ll find my friend and persuade him to have nothing 
more to do with this courtezan. [Hex. i'a//iS about until he discovers 
('harndatta.] Ah, my good friend is sitting in the orchard. 1 'll 
goto him. [Apjiroachi/iff.] Heaven bless you! May happiness l)e 
yours. 

('harndatta. [Looking ///>.] Ah, my' friend Maitreya has returned. 
\^)u are very welcome, my friend. I’ray be seated. 

Maitreya. I'liank you. 

Charudattn. Tell me of y'our errand, my friend. 

Maitreya. My errand went all \m>ng. 
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CharudaUa. What! did she not accept the necklace? 

Midtreya. How could we expect such a piece of luck? She put 
her lotus-tender hands to her brow,^ and took it. 

CharudaUa. 'Pheri why do you say “went wrong ”? 

Maitreya. Why not, w^hen we lost a necklace that was the pride 
of tlie four seas for a cheap golden casket, that was stolen before 
we had a bite or a drink out of it ? 

CharudaUa. Not so, rny friend. 

She showed her trust in leaving us her treasure; 

The price of confidence has n<i less measure. 7 

Midtreya. Now look here! I have a second giievance. She tipped 
her friend the wink, covered her face with the hem of her dress, 
and laughed at me. And so, Brahmaii though 1 am, 1 hereby fall 
on rtiy face before you and beg you not to have anything more 
to do with this eoiirtezan. 'j'hat sort of society does any amount 
of damage. A courtezan is like a pebble in your shoe. It hurts 
before you get rid of it. And one thing more, my friend. A cour- 
tezan, an elephant, a scribe, a mendicant friar, a swindler, and an 
ass -where these dwell, not even rogues are born. 

CharudaUa. Oh, my friend, a truce to all your detraction! My 
poverty of itself prevents me. For consider: 

The horse would gladly hasten here and there, 

Hut his legs fail liim, for his breath departs. 

So men’s vain wishes wander everywhere, 

'Fhen, weary groAvn, return into their hearts. 8 

'Fhen too, my friend : 

If wealth is thine, the maid is thine. 

For maids are won by gold; 

[Aside. And not by virtue cold. Aloud.] 

Hut wealth is now no longer mine. 

And her I may not hold. 0 


1 A gesture of respect. 
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Maitreya. {Looks down. Aside.'] From the way he looks up and 
sighs, 1 conclude that my efl'ort to distract him has simply in- 
creased his longing. The proverb is right. “ You can’t reason with 
a lover.” {Aloud.] W'^ell, she told me to tell you that she would 
have to come here this evening. I suppose she is n’t satisfied with 
the necklace and is coming to look for something else. 
Chanidntta. Let her come, my friend. She shall not depart un- 
satisfied. {Knter Kivmhlfdaka.] 

Kumbhlhika. Listen, good people. 

The more it rains in sheets, 

The more my skin gets wet; 

The more the cold wind heats, 

^J’he more I shake and fret. 10 

{He bursts out laughing.] 

I make the sweet flute speak from seven holes, 

I make the loud lute speak on severe strings; 

In singing, I essay the donkey’s roles: 

No god CJin match my music when he sings. 11 

My mistress N'^asantasena said to me “ Kumbhilaka, go and tell 
Chilrudatta that I am coming.” So here I am, on my way to ChS- 
laidatta’s house. {He “talks about, and, as he enters, discoi'crs Cl/a- 
rudatta.] Here is Charudatta in the orchard. And here is tliat 
wretched jackanapes, too. Well, I’ll go up to them. What! the 
orchard-gate is shut? (iood! I’ll give this jackanapes a hint. {He 
throw's lumps of vind.] 

Maitreya. Well ! Who is this pelting me with mud, as if I were 
an apple-tree inside of a fence? 

Charudatta. Doubtless the pigeons that play on the roof of the 
garden-house. 

Maitreya. Wait a minute, you confounded pigeon! With this 
stick I ’ll bring you down from the roof to tlie ground, like an 
over-ripe mango. {He raises his stick and starts to run.] 
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Chd,rudatta. \^Holdlng him back' hif the sacred cord.'] Sit down, my 
friend. What do you mean ? Ijcave the poor pigeon alone with his 
mate. 

Kumhhilaka. What ! he sees the pigeon and doesn’t see me ? Good ! 
I’ll hit him again with another lump of mud. [He does .so.] 
Maitreya. [IBooks about him.] What! Kumbhilaka? I ’ll be with you 
in a minute. [He app?'oaches and opens the gate.] Well, Kumbhi- 
laka, come in. I’m glad to see you. 

Kumbhilaka. [Rulers.] I salute you, sir. 

Maitreya. Where do you come from, man, in this rain and dark- 
ness ? 

Kumbhilaka. You see, she’s here. 

Maitreya. VV'^ho’s she? Who’s here? 

Kumbhilaka. She. See? She. 

Maitreya. l.,ook here, you son of a slave! What makes you sigh 
like a half-stai ved old beggar in a famine, with your “shesheshe”? 
Kumbhilaka. And what makes you hoot like an owl with your 
“ whowhowho”? 

Maitreya. All right. Tell me. 

Kumbhilaka. [^'tsidc.] Suppose I say it this way. [yiloud.] I’ll give 
you a riddle, man. 

Maitreya. And I ’ll give you the answer with my foot on your 
bald s])ot. 

Kumbhilaka. Not till you’ve guessed it. In what season do the 
mango-trees blossom ? 

3faitrcya. In summer, you jaoka.ss. 

Kumbhilaka. [Laughing.] \\’^rongi 

M(d1reya. [yiside.] AVhat shall I .say now? [Reflecting.] Ciood! I’ll 
go and ask Charudatta. [AloiuL] .Just wait a moment, [.^ipproach- 
ing Charudatta..] My friend, I just wanted to ask you in what 
season the mango-trees blossom. 
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Chat uilatta. You fool, in spring, in vasanta. 

3IaHrci/a. [Heturns to KumbJnlaka.] You fool, in spring, in va- 
mnta. 

Kumbhlfaka. Now I ’ll give you iinother. Who guards thriving 
Anlhiges ? 

Maitreya. AVhy, the guard. 

Kiimbhllaka. \^Lauglting.} Wrong! 

Maitrtyfi. VV’ell, 1 ’m stuck. \_Refieding.^ Good! T ’ll ask Charudatta 
again. [He ret urns and puts the (juestion to Chlirudatta.'] 
Charudatta. 'Fhe army, my friend, the sc7ia. 

Maitt'cya. [Comes back to Kuinbhlluka.'\ The army, you jackass, the 
set! a. 

Kumbirdaka. Now put the two together and say ’em fast. 
Maitreya. Sena-vasanta. 

Ktnnbh'daka. Say it turned around. 

Maitreya. [Turns a^'ound.] Sena-vasanta. 

Kumblillaka. You fool ! you jackanapes! Turn the parts of the thing 
around ! 

Maitreya. [Turns his feet around.^ Sena-vasanta. 

Kumbhllaka. You fool! Turn the parts of the word around! 
Maitreya. [After rif eetion.] V'^asanta-sena. 

Kumbhllaka. Slie ’s here. 

Maitreya. Then 1 must tell Charudatta. [Approaching.'] Well, 
Charudatta, your creditor is here. 

Charudatta. How should a creditor come into my family ? 
Maitreya. Not in the family perhaps, but at tlie door. A'^asantasena 
is here. 

Charudatta. AV"hy do you deceive me, my friend? 

Maitreya. If you can’t trust me, then ask Kumbhllaka here. 
Kumbhllaka, you jackass, come here. 
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Kimhlfdaka. [^j^ippj'oachmg.] I salute you, sir. 

Charudntta. You are welcome, my good fellow. Tell me, is \'a- 
santasena really here? 

Kumhhllaka. Yes, she ’s here. V'asaiitaseua is here. 

Charudntia. [./o///h //;//.] My good fellow, 1 ha\ e never let the 
bearer of welcome news go unrewarded. Take tins as your recom- 
pense. [He /dm //i,v m(int/e.\ 

Kumhliilalia. [^TaJi'e.s it and boic.s. Glcefidlijd\ I ’ll tell my mistress. 

[E.dt. 

Maitrcifa. Do you see why she comes in a storm like this? 
Charudatta. I do not (juite understand, my friend. 

Maitreya. I know. Slie has an idea that the pearl necklace is 
(iheap, and the golden casket c.xpcnsi\'e. She isn’t sutislied, and 
she has come to look for .something more. 

C/iarndafta. [A.m/c.'\ She shall not depart unsatisfied. 

{ Then enter the love-lorn Tasnntasena, in a aplendid garment , Jit 
for a icoman xvho ^'oes to meet her lover, a maid xvith an umbrella, 
and the eonrtierj 

Courtier. [Uejerring to Va.santasena.'l 

Eakshml' without the lotus-flower is she. 

Loveliest arrow of’ god Kama’s how,- 
The sweetest blossom on love's magic tree. 

See how she moves, so gracefully and slow! 

In passion’s hour she still loves modesty; 

In her, good wives their dearest sorrow know. 

When passion’s drama shall enacted be, 

W^hen on love’s stage appears the passing show, 

A host of wanderers shall bend them low, 

(dad to be .slaves in such capti\uty. 


^ The jp:o(ltl ess of wealth and hcNiiity, usually reprt;seid ed with a lotus. 
2 Kama’s (Cupid’s) arrows are flowers. 


12 
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See, Vasantasena, see! 

The clouds hang drooping to the mountain peaks, 
lake a maiden’s heart, that distant lover seeks: 

The peacocks startle, when the tlmnder booms. 

And fan the lieaven with all their jeweled plumes. l.*l 
And again: 

Mud-stained, and pelted by the streaming rain, 

To drink tlie falling drops the frogs are fain; 

Full-throated peacocks love’s shrill passion show, 

And Tupa ilowers like brilliant candles gloAv; 

Unfaithful clouds obscure the hostage moon, 

Ijike knaves, unworthy of so dear a boon ; 

I vike some poor maid of bettca- breeding bare. 

The impatient lightning rests not anywhere. 14 

Vasantascnri} Sir, what you say is most true. For 
The night, an angry rival, bars my way; 

Her thunders fain would check and hinder me: 

“Foiul fool! with him I love thou shalt not stay, 

"'r is I, ’t is 1, he loves,” she seems to say, 

“Nor from my swelling bosom shall he flee.” 15 

Courtier. Yvs, yes. That is right. Scold the night. 
rosantasena. iVnd yet, sir, why scold one who is so ignorant of 
woman’s nature? For you must remember: 

'Fhe clouds may rain, may thunder ne'er so bold, 

M ay flash the lightning from the sky above; 

’^I’hat Avoman little reeks of heat or cold, 

W'^ho journeys to her lovts 1(5 

Courtier. Hut see, V'asantasena! Another eloud. 

Sped by the fickle fury of the air 

A flood of arrows in his rushing streams. 

His drum, the roaring thunder’s mighty blare. 

His banner, living lightning’s aAvful gleams — 

1 Throughout this .s<‘eru-*, VtuSiintASemVs versos arc in Sanskrit . Compare note 1 on page 7,T 
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Rages within the sky, and shows him bold 
’Mid beams that to the moon allegiance owe, 

Ijike a hero-king within the hostile hold 

Of his nn warlike foe. 17 

f^asantnsena. True, true. And more than this: 

As dark as elephants, these clouds alone 
Fall like a cruel dart — 

With streaks of lightning and with white birds strewn — 

To wound my wretched heart, 
liut, oh, why should the heron, bird of doom. 

With that perfidious .sound ’ 

Of “Rain! Rain! Rain!” — grim summons to the tomb 
For her who spends her lonely hours in gloom — 

Strew salt upon the wound ? 18 

Courtier. V^’ery true, \’asantasena. And yet again: 

It seems as if the sky would take the gui.se 
Of some fierce elephant to service breal ; 

The lightning like a waving streamer flies. 

And white cranes serve to deck his mighty head. 11) 

Vasa7itascna. Hut look, sir, look! 

* Clouds, black as wet tamala-leaves, tlie ball 
Of heaven hide from our sight ; 

Rain-smitten homes of ants decay and fall 
liike beasts that arrows smite; 

Like golden lamps within a lordly liall 
Wander the lightnings briglit; 

As when men steal the wife of some base thrall. 

Clouds rob the moon of light. 20 

Courtier. See, Vasantasena, see! 

Clouds, harnessed in the lightning’s gleams, 
lake charging elephants dash by; 


' The ery of tlic licron pescrublt s the S;iiiskrit woni for “ rain." Ifidian love-poetry often paint.s 
the sorrow, even unto death, of her whose beloved tloes not return before the rainy season. 
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At Indra’.s bidding, pour their streams, 

Until witl) silver eoids it seems 

TIuit earth is linked with sky. 21 

And look yonder! 

As hei'ds of buOaloes the clouds are black; 

'riie winds deny them ease ; 

They fly on lightning wings and little lack 
Of seeming troubled seas. 

Smitten with falling drops, the fragrant sod, 
bipon whose bosom greene.st gras.ses nod. 

Seems pierced with pearls, each pearl an arrowy rod. 22 
Fasa7itasena. And here is yet another cloud. 

The peacock’s shrill-voiced cry 
Implores it to draw nigh; 

And ardent cranes on high 
Embrace it lovingly. 

The wistful swans espy 
The lotus-sweeter sky; 

I'he darkest colors lie 

On heaven clingingly. 23 

Courtier. True. For see! 

A thousand lotuses that bloom by night, 

A thousand blooming when the day is bright, 

Nor close nor ope their eyes to heaven’s sight; 

There is no night nor day. 

The face of heaven, thus shrouded in the night, 

Is only for a single instant bright, 

When momentary lightning gives us sight; 

Else is it dark alway. 

Now sleeps the world as still as in the night 
Within the house of rain where naught is bright, 
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Wliere hosts of swollen clouds seem to our sight 

()t)e covering veil of gray. 24 

Vamnlmcna. 'True. And see! 

'I'he stars are lost like mercies <jiven 
To men of evil lieart; 

I.,ike lonely-parted wives, the heaven 
Secs all her cliarms depart. 

Anti, molten in the cruel heat 
Of liulra’s holt, it seems 
As if the sky fell at our feet 

In li(piid, flowing streams. 25 

And yet again: 

'I'he clouds first darkly rise, then darkly fall. 

Send forth their floods of rain, and thunder all; 

Assuming postures strange and manifold. 

Like men but newly blest with wealth untold. 2(> 

CouriiiT. 'I'me. 

'I'he heaven is radiant witli the lightning’s glare; 

Its laughter is the cry of myriad cranes; 

Its voice, the bolts that whistle through the air; 

. Its dance, that bow whose arrows are the rains. 

It staggers at the w'iuds, and seems to smoke 
With clouds, which form its black and snaky cloak. 27 
O shameless, shameless sky! 

To thunder thus, while I 
'I'o him I love draw nigh. 

V\"hy do thy thunders frighten me and pain? 

^V^hy am I seized upon by hands of rain ? 2<S 

O Indra, miglity Indra! 

Did I then give thee of my love before, 

'I'hat noAV thy chnids like mighty lions roar? 

Ah no! 'I'hou shouldst not send thy streaming rairi, 

'Po fill my journey to my love with pain. 


29 
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Remember : 

For Ahalyfl’s sweet sake thou once didst lie; 

Thou knowest lover’s pain. 

As thou didst suffer then, now suffer I; 

O cruel, cease thy rain. 30 

And yet: 

Thunder and rain and lighten hundredfold 
Forth from thy sky above; 

The woman canst thou not delay nor hold 

Who journeys to her love. 31 

Eet thunders roar, for men were cruel ever; 

Hut oh, thou maiden lightning! didst thou never 

Know pains that maidens know? 32 

Courtier. But mistress, do not scold the lightning. She is your 
friend, 

'rhis golden cord that trembles on the breast 
Of great Airavata;‘ upon the crest 
Of rocky hills this banner all ablaze; 

I'his lamp in Indra’s palsice; but most blest 

As telling where your most beloved stays. 33 

Fasanfa.sena. .^Vnd here, sir, is his house. 

Courtier. You know all the arts, and need no instruction now'. 
Yet love bids me prattle. When you enter liere, you must not 
show yourself too angry. 

Where anger is, there love is not; 

Or no ! except for anger hot, 

'Phere is no love. 

Be angry ! make him angry then ! 

Be kind! and make him kind again — 

I'he man you love. 34 

So much for that. Who is there? liCt Cliarudatta know, that 


^ The elephant of Indra. Indra is the god of the thunderstorm. 
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While clouds look beautiful, and in the hour 
Fragrant with nipa and kadainha flower. 

She comes to sec her lover, very wet. 

With dripping locks, hut pleased and loving yet. 

Though lightning and though thunder terrifies, 

She comes to see you; ’tis for you she sighs. 

The mud still soils the anklets on her feet. 

Rut in a moment she will have them sweet. 35 

Chanidatta. My friend, pray discover what this means. 

Mait7'cyit. ^'es, sir. [lie approaehes f’'amnt(m'nd. lle.spectfuUjf.] 
Heaven bless you! 

J^asantasend. I salute you, sir. I am very glad to see you. [ To ihc 
courtier.^ Sir, the maid with the umbrella is at your service. 
Courtier. [v/.s/V/c.j A very c*lever way to get rid of me. [yt/oud.] 
Thank you. And mistress \^'isantasena. 

Pride and tricks and lies and fraud 
j\re in your face; 

False jilayground of the lustful god. 

Such is your face; 

The wench’s stock in trade, in fine, 

• Epitome of joys divine, 

I mean, your fa<;c — 

For sale! the price is courtesy. 

I trust you ’ll find a man to buy 

W^ur face. [Kmt.'\ 3(5 

T^amnfrm'nd. (tIooiI Maitreya, where is your gambler ? 

3laitrei/a. [A.s-ide.] “(dtmbler”? Ah, she ’s paying a c-ompliment to 
my friend, [^dloud. ] Madam, liere he is in the dry orchard. 
Vamntasend. Rut sir, what do you call a dry orchard ? 

Maitreya. Madam, it’s a place where there’s nothing to eat or 
drink. [VamutaHcnd Prav enter, madam. 

Vasantasend. [Aside to her inaid.^ What shall I say when I enter? 
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Maid. “Gambler, what luck this ev^ening?” 

Vasantasena. Shall I dare to say it? 

Maid. When the time comes, it will say itself. 

Maitreya. Enter, madam. 

Vasantasena. [Enters, approaches Charndatta, and strikes him ivith 
the floxvcrs •which she holds.} Well, gambler, what luck this evening? 
Charudatta. [Discovers her.} Ah, V'^asantasena is here. [lie rises 
joyfully.} Oh, my beloved. 

My evenings pass in watching ever. 

My nights from sighs are never free; 

This evening cannot else than sever — 

In bringing you — my grief and me. 37 

You are very, very w'elcome. Here is a seat. Pray be seated. 

Maitreya. Here is a seat. Be seated, madam. [Vasantasena sits, 
then the othe7~s.} 

Charudatta. But see, my friend, 

The dripping flower that decks her ear, droops down, 

And one sweet breast 

Anointed is, like a prince who wears the crown. 

With ointment blest. 38 

My friend, V’^asantasenii’s garments are wet. liCt other, and most 
beautiful, garments be brought. 

Maitreya. Yes, sir. 

Maid. ( h)od Maitreya, do you stay here. I will wait upon my mis- 
tress. [She docs .?o.] 

Maitreya. [A. side to Charudatta.} My friend, 1 ’d just like to ask 
the lady a question. 

Charndatta. 'Fhen do so. 

Maitreya. [Aloud.} Madam, what made you come here, when it 
is so stormy and dark that you can’t see the moon ? 

Maid. Mistress, the Brahman is very plain-spoken. 
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Vasantasena. You might better call him clever. 

Maid, My mistress came to ask how much that pearl necklace is 
woi'th. 

Maiti'cifa. [Aside to C/iarudatfa.] There! I told you so. She thinks 
the pearl necklace is cheap, and the golden casket is expensive. 
She is n’t satisfied. Slie has come to look for something more. 
Maid. For my mistress imagined that it was her own, and gambled 
it away. And nobody knows where the gambling-master has gone, 
for he is employed in the king’s business. 

Maitrcija. Madam, you are simply repeating what somebody said 
before. 

Maid. While we are looking for him, pray take this golden cas- 
ket. [She displays the casket. Maitreya hesiiatcs.\ Sir, you examine 
it very closely. Did you ever see it before? 

Maitreya. No, madam, but the skilful workmanship captivates 
tl)c eye. 

Maid. Your eyes deceive you, sir. This is the golden casket. 
Maitreya. [JoyfnlIy.~\ VVY'II, my frieiul, here is the golden casket, 
the very one that thieves stole from our house. 

Qhariulatta. My friend, 

'I'he artifice we tried before. 

Her stolen treasure to restore. 

Is practised ik)w on us. Hut no, 

I cannot think ’t is really so. 8!) 

Maitreya. Hut it is so. I swear it on my Hrahmanhood. 
Charudatta. This is welcome news. 

Maitreya. [A.side to Charudatta.^ I ’m going to ask where they 
found it. 

Charudatta. I see no harm in that. 

Maitreya. [Whispers in the maiefs ear.'] There! 

Maid. [Whispers in Maitreya's ear.] So there! 
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Ch^rudatta. What is it? and why are we left out? 

Maiti'cya. [^fVhispcrs in C/iarudattas ea?\] So there! 

ChUrudatta. My good girl, is this really the same golden casket? 
Maid. Yes, sir, the very same. 

Charudatta. My good girl, I have never let the bearer of welcome 
news go unrewarded, 'fake this ring as your recompense. [He 
hoks at his fuigc7% notices that the ring is gone, and betrays his 
emha rrassmen t. ] 

F nsantnsefi^. [ To herself.'] I love you for that. 

Charudatta. [Aside to Maitrcya.] Alas, 

When in this world a man has lost his all. 

Why should he set his heart on longer life? 

His angers and his fiivors fruitless fall, 

His purposes and powers are all at strife. 40 

Like wingless birds, dry pools, or withered trees, 

Like fangless snakes the poor are like to these. 41 

Like man-deserted houses, blasted trees, 

Like empty wells — the poor are like to these. 

For them no pleasant hours serve happy ends; 

They are forgotten of their sometime friends. 42 

Maitreya. But you must not grieve thus beyond reason. [He 
bursts out laugkmg. Aloud.] Madam, please give me back my 
bath-clout. 

Vasantasenli. Charudatta, it was not right that you should show 
your distrust of me by sending me tins pearl necklace. 
Charudatta. [With an embarrassed smile.] But remember, Vasanta- 
sena, 

Who will believe the truth? 

Suspicion now is sure. 

This world will show no ruth 
To the inglorious poor. 


43 
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Maitreya, Tell me, girl, are you going to sleep here to-night? 
Maid. ILaugkin^.'l Hut good Maitreya, you show yourself most 
remarkably plain-spoken now. 

Maitreya. See, my friend, the rain enters again in great streams, 
as if it wanted to drive people away when tliey are sitting com- 
fortably together. 

C/iarudatta. You are (juite right. 

The falling waters pierce the cloud, 

As lotus-shoots the soil; 

Aiul tears the lace of lieaven shroud, 

VV'ho weeps the moon's vain toil. 44 

And again : 

In streams as pure as thoughts to good men given. 

Hut merciless as darts that Arjim hurls. 

And black as Haladeva’s cloak, the heaven 

Seems to pour out all Indra's hoarded pearls. 45 

See. my licloved, see! 

The heaven is painted with the blackest dye, 

And fanned by cool and fragrant evening airs; 

Red lightning, glad in union, clasps the sky 
. With voluntary arms, and shows on high 

The love that rnaiden heart to lover bears. 4G 

[yamnta.scfid betrays her passion, and throws her arms about 
Chdrudatta. Chdrudatta feels her toneh, and embraecs her.^ 
Churudatta. More grimly yet, O thunder, boom; 

For by thy grace and power 
My love-distracted limbs now bloom 
lake the kadamba flower. 

Her dear touch all my being thrills, 

And love my inmost spirit fills. 47 

Maitreya. Confound you, storm! You are no gentleman, to 
frighten the lady with the lightning. 
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Cfuirudatta. Do not rebuke the storm, my friend. 

liCt ceaseless rain a hundred years endure, 

"I’he liglitning quiver, and the thunder peal ; 
For what I deemed impossible is sure : 

Her dear-loved arms about my neck 1 feel. 
And oh, my friend. 

He only knows what riches are. 

Whose love comes to him from afar, 

WHiose arms that dearest form enfold, 

While yet with rain ’t is wet and cold. 
Vasantascna, my beloved, 

'Die masonry is shaken; and so old 

The awning, that 't will not much longer hold. 

Heavy with water is the painted wall. 

From which dissolving bits of mortar fall. 

[He looks tip.] 'Fhe rainbow! See, my beloved, see! 

See how they yawn, the cloudy jaws of heaven. 
As by a tongue, by forked lightning riven; 

And to the sky great Indra’s fiery bow 
In lieu of high-uplifted arms is given. 

Come, let us seek a shelter. [He rises and zcalks about.] 

On palm-trees shrill, 

On thickets still, 

On boulders dashing. 

On waters splashing, 

Like a lute that, smitten, sings. 

The rainy music rings. 

[EaTunt 
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Maid. 

I S N’T my mistress awake yetj Well, I must go in and wake 
her. [She xmlks about. Vamntasena appears, dressed, but still 
asleep. The maid discovers her.^ It is time to get up, mistress. The 
morning is here. 

Vasantasena. [Axmkening.'] VV'^hat! is the night over? is it morn- 
ing? 

Maid. For us it is morning. But for my mistress it appears to be 
night still. 

T asantasena. But girl, where is your gambler ? 

3Iaid. Mistress, after giving Vardhamjiiiaka his orders, Charu- 
datta went to the old garden I’ushpakaranda. 

Vasantasena. What orders ? 

Maid. To have the bullock-cart ready before daylight; for, he 
said, Vasantasena was to come — 

Vasantasena. Where, girl? 

Maid. Where Charudatta is. 

Vasantasena. [Embraces the maid.] I did not have a good look at 
him in the evening. But to-day I shall see liim face to face. Tell 
me, girl. Have I found my way into the inner court? 

Maid. You have found your way not only into the inner court, 
but into the heart of every one who lives here. 

Vasantasena. Tell me, are (Tiarudatta’s servants vexed? 

Maid. They w\\\ be. 

Vasajdasena. When? 

Maid. When my mistress goes away. 

Vasantasena. But not so much as I shall be. [Vcrs^iasivehf!] Here, 
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girl, take this pearl necklace. You must go and give it to my lady 
sister, his good wife. And give her this message: “Worthy C'haru- 
datta’s virtues have Avon me, made me his slave, and therefore your 
slave also. And so I hope that these pearls may adorn your neck.” 
Maid. Hut mistress, Cliarudatta will be angry with you. 
Vamntasoui. Go. He will not be angry. 

Maid. [^I'ah'cs the nccldace.^ Yes, mistress. [^She goes out. then re- 
hirns.\ Mistress, his lady wife says that her lord made you a pre- 
sent of it, and it would not be right for her to accept it. And fur- 
ther, that you are to know that her lord and husband is her most 
excellent adornment. 

\_Enter Radaidka, ivith Charudatta's little son.'\ 
Radanih'ci. Come, dear, let ’s play with your little cart. 

Rohasena. {Peex'ishh).] I don't like this little clay cart, lliidanika. 
Give me my gold cart. 

Radmiika. [Sighing xi'cariljj.'] How should we liave anything to do 
with gold now, my child ? W'hen your papa is rich again, tlien you 
shall have a gold cart to play w'ith. Hut 1 '11 amuse him by taking 
him to see Vasantasenil. [She appt'oaches Pasantasena.'] Mistress, 
my .service to you. 

P asantasend. I am glad to see you, lladanikii. Hut whose little 
boy is this ? He wears no ornaments, yet his dear little face makes 
my heart happy. 

Radanika. This is Charudatta’s son, Rohasena. 

P mantasena. [Stretches out her arms.^ Come, my boy, and put 
your little arms around me. [AV/c takes him on he?' lap.] He looks 
just like his father. 

Radanikd. More than looks like him, lie is like him. At least I 
think .so. His father is perfectly devoted to him. 

Pasantasena. Hut what is he crying about? 

Radanikd. He used to play with a gold cart that belongs to the 
son of a neighbor. Hut that was taken avv'ay, and when he asked 



p. 158.10] SWAPPING THE BULLOCK-CARTS 95 

for it, I made him this little clay cart. But when I gave it to him, 
he said “I don’t like this little clay cart, Radanika. (iive me my 
gold cart.” 

Vasantascna. Oh, dear! To think tliat this little fellow has to suffer 
because others are wealthy. Ah, mighty Fate! the destinies of men, 
uncertain as the water-drops which fall upon a lotus-leaf, seem to 
thee but playthings! [7Var/)/,%.] Don’t cry, my child. You shall 
have a gold cart to play with. 

Rohnsena. Who is she, Radanikil? 

Vanantaaena. A slave of your hither’s, Avon by his virtues. 
Radanika. My child, the lady is your mother. 

Roha.'icna. That’s a lie, Radanika. If the lady is my mother, why 
does she wear those pretty ornaments ? 

Vasanta^cna. My child, your innocent lips can say terrible thing.s. 
[^Shc removes her ornaments. TVeepinig.'\ Now I am your mother. 
You shall take these ornaments and have a gold cart made for you. 

Rohasena. Go away! I won’t take them. You’re crying. 
feasant asena. [^IVifunfr axvaji her /mr.y.] I’ll not cry, dear. There! 
go and play. [^She fills the vUiy cart with her Jewels.] There, dear, 
you must have a little gold cart made for you. 

[Rwif Radanika, ivith Rohasena. 

[Knter Vnrdhnmanaka, drivinp^ a hu Uoek-cart .] 
F'ardhamUmika. Radanika, Radanika! Tell mistress Vasantasena 
that the covered cart is standing ready at the side-door. 
Radanika. \^Entering-.] Mistress, V’^ardhamanaka is here, and he 
says that the cart is waiting at the side-door. 

Fasantasena. He must wait a minute, girl, while I get ready. 
Rad. Wait a minute, Vardhamanaka, while she gets ready. [E.vit. 
Fat'd hamanaka. Hello, I ’ve forgotten the cushion. I must go and 
get it. But the nose-rope makes the bidlocks skittish. 1 suppose I 
had better take the cart along with me. \^Ea:it. 
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Vasantascua. Bring me my things, girl, 1 must make myself ready. 
[*S7/e does .vo.] 

{Enter, driving a bullock-cart, Sthavaraka,servant to Sansthanaka.^ 
Stkcwaraka. Sanstlianaka, the king’s brother-in-law, said to me 
“Take a bullock-cart, Sthavaraka, and come as quick as you can 
to the old garden I’ushpakaranda.” Well, 1 ’m on my way there. 
Get up, bullocks, get up! {He drives about and looks around.] 
Why, the road is blocked with villagers’ carts. What am 1 to do 
now? {Ilaugldilii.] Get out of my way, you! Get out of my way! 
{He listens.] W^hat’s that? you want to know whose cart this is? 
This cart belongs to Sansthiinaka, the king’s brother-in-law. So 
get out of my way--- and this minute, too! {He looks about.] Wliy, 
here ’s a man going in the other direction as fast as he can. He is 
trying to hide like a runaway gambler, and he looks at me as if I 
were the gambling-master. I wonder who he is. But then, what 
business is it of mine ? 1 must get there as soon as J can. Get out 
of my way, you villagers, get out of my way! What’s that? you 
want me to wait a minute and put a shoulder to your wheel? Con- 
found you! A brave man like me, that serves Sansthanaka, the 
king’s brother-in-law, put a shoidder to your wheel ? After all, the 
poor fellow is quite alone. I ’ll do it. I ’ll stop my cart at the side- 
door to Chilrudatta’s orchard. {He docs .vo.] I ’m <‘oming! {Erit. 
Maid. Mistress. 1 think I hear the sound of wheels. The cart 
must be here. 

l^asantasenu. Come, girl. My heart grows impatient. Go with me 
to the side-door. 

Maid, h’ollow me, mistress. 

Vasantasena. {Walks (djout.] You have earned a rest, girl. 

Maid, 'riiiink you, mistress. {Exit. 

Easantasend. {Eecls her right eye txeiteh^ as she eiders the cart.] 


1 A bad omen, in 1 lie case of a woniaii. 
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Why should my right eye twitch now? Rut the sigiit of Chtiru- 
dattsi will smooth away the had omen. St hrautraka.] 

Sf/zavaraka. I Vc cleared the carts out of the w'ay, and now I ’ll 
go ahead. [He mounts and drives mvai/. To himself.] The cart has 
grown heavy. Rut I suppose it only seems so, because 1 got tired 
helping them with that wheel. Well, I ’ll go along. Get up, bid- 
locks, get up ! 

A voice behind the scenes. Police! Police! Every man at his post! 
The young herdsman has just broken jail, killed the jailer, bro- 
ken his fetters, escaped, and run away. Catch him! t’atch him! 

[Kilter, in excited haste, Arifuka, an iron chain on one foot. Cover- 
ing his face, he zadks about.] 

Sthfwaraka. [To himself.] d'here is great excitement in the cit}'. I 
must get out of the way as fast as I possibly can. [Exit. 

An/aka. I leave behind me that accursed sc'a 
Of human woe and human misery, 

Tlie prison of the king. 

Ijikc elephants that break their chains and llee, 

I drag a fettered foot most painfully 

In flight and wandering. 1 

King Pillaka was frightened by a prophecy, took me from the 
hamlet where I lived, fettered me, and thrust me into a solitaiy 
cell, there to await my death. Rut with the help of my good friend 
Sharvilaka I escaped. [He sheds tears.] 

If such my fate, no sin is mine at least, 

I'hat he shoidd cage me like a savage beast. 

A man may fight with kings, though not with fate — 

And yet, can helpless men conteiul with great? 2 

Whitlicr shall I go with my wretchedness ? [He looks about.] Here 
is the house of some good man who has n’t locked the side-door. 

d’he house is old, the door without a lock, 

'rhe hinges all awry. 
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Some man, no doubt, who feels misfortune’s shock 

Afi cruelly as I. 3 

I will enter here and wait. 

A voice hehtnd the seenes. Get up, bullocks, get up ! 

Aryaka. {Lhiertmg.~\ Ah, a bullock-cart is coming this way. 

If this should prove to be a picnic rig. 

Its occupants not peevishly inclined ; 

Some noble lady’s waiting carriage trig; 

Or rich man’s coach, that leaves the town behind — 
And if it empty be, fate proving kirul, 

’T would seem a godsend to my anxious mind. 4 

[Knter Vardhamanaka xcith the bulloek-earti] 

V ardhamanaka. There, I ’ve got the cushion, liadanika, tell mis- 
tress Vasantasena that the cart is ready and waiting for her to get 
in and drive to tlie old garden l*ushpakaranda. 

Aryaka. {^IJstennig.^ 'Fliis is a courtezan’s cart, going out of the 
city. Good, I ’ll climb in. {Ale approaches eautiously.] 
Vardhamanaka. \_llcars turn eoming.'] Ah, the tinkling of ankle- 
rings! '^rhe lady is here. Mistress, the nose-rope makes the bul- 
locks skittish. Vou had better climb in behind. [Aryaka does .vo.J 
'fhe ankle-rings tinkle only when the feel are moving, and the 
sound has ceased. Ilesides, the cart has grown heavy. 1 am sure the 
lady must have climbed in by this time. I ’ll go ahead. Ciet up, 
bidlocks, get up ! [Ale drives about. AJnter Vlraka.] 

Vlraka. Come, come! .laya, Jayamana, Chandanaka, Mangala, 
l*hullabhadra, and the rest of you ! 

So calm, when the herdsman, slipping liis tether, 

Breaks jail and the heart of the king together? 5 

Here ! You stand at the east gate of the main street, you at the 
west, you at the south, you at the north. I ’ll climb up the broken 
wall here Avilh Chandanaka and take a look. Come on, Chanda- 
naka, come on! I'his way! [Knter Chandanaka, in exeitcinent.} 
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Chandfuiaka. Come, come ! Viraka, \^ishalya, Bhirnangada, Danda- 
kala, Dandashfira, and the rest of you ! 

Come quick, my reliables! Work! Now begin! 

liCst the old king go out, and a new king come in. G 

Search gardens, and dives, and the town, and the stteet. 

The market, the hamlet, wherever you meet 7 

Witli what looks suspicious. Now, Viraka, say, 

Who saved the young herdsman that just broke away? 8 
Who was born when the sun in his eighth mansion stood. 
Or the moon in her fourth, or when Jupiter could 
Be seen in his sixtli, or when Saturn was resting 
In his ninth, in her sixth house when V enus was nesting. 

Or Mars in his fiftli ?^ VV'ho will dare to be giving 

'fhe herdsman protection, while 1 am still living? 9, 10 

Viraka. Chandanaka, you mercenary! 

I swear on your heart, he 's been long out of prison. 

For the herdsman escaped ere the sun was half risen. 11 
Vardhainanaka. Get up, bullocks, get up! 

Chandanaka. [7J/',ycot’er.v ///;//.] I^ook, man, look! 

A cov’ered cart is moving in the middle of the road; 
Investigate it, whose it is, and where it takes its load! 12 
Viraka. [Tym'oiH’r.s liiin.] Mere, driver, stop your cart ! VV'^hose cart 
is this ? who is in it? where is it going? 

Vardhamanidca. J'liis is CluTrudattas cart. Mistress V'asantasena 
is in it. I am taking her to the old garden Pushpakaranda to meet 
Charudatta. 

Viraka. {Approaches Chandanaka.'] 'I'he driver says it is Charu- 
datta s cart; that Vasantasena is in it; that he is taking her to the 
old garden Pushpakaranda. 

Chandanaka. Tlicn let it pass. 

Viraka. Without inspection ? 

1 I.alladikshita says that these horoscopes indicate respectively distress, colic, stupidity, pov- 
erty, sorrow, de.str!iction. 
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Chandanaka. Certainly. 
l^iraka. On whose authority ? 

Chandanaka. On Chilrudatta’s. 

Vh'aka. Who is Charudatta, or who is Vasantasena, that the (!art 
should pass without inspection? 

Chandanaka. Don’t you know Charudatta, man ? nor Vasantasena? 
If you don’t know Charudatta, nor V'asantasena, then you don’t 
know the moon in heav en, nor the moonlight. 

AVho does n’t know this moon of goodness, virtue’s lotus- 
dower, 

This gem of four broad seas, this savior in man’s lncklc.s.s 
hour? 13 

These two are wholly worshipful, our city’s ornaments, 
Vasantasena, Charudatta, sea of excellence. 14 

Vlraka. Well, well, Chandanaka! Charudatta? ^'asantasenii? 

1 know them perfectly, as well as 1 know anything; 

Hut 1 do not know my fatlier when 1 ’m serving of my king. 1.5 

Arijaka. [7V) hhnficlf.^ In a former existence tlie one must have 
been my enemy, tlie otlicr my kinsman. l'’or see! 

Their business is the same; their ways 
Unlike, and tlicir desire: 
f.,ike dames that gladden wedding days. 

And dames upon the pyre. KJ 

Chandanaka. You arc a most careful captain whom the kijig 
trusts. I am holding the bullocks. ISIake your inspection. 

Vlraka. You too are a corporal whom the king ti'usts. Make the 
inspection yourself. 

Chandanaka. If I make the inspection, that ’s just the same as if 
you had made it? 

Vlraka. If you make the inspection, that’s just the same as if 
King FiXlaka had made it. 
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Chundanaka. liift the pole, man! [^futrdhamanaka doen 6 ' 0 .] 
ytrifaka. [7’o }dmscif.\ Are the policemen about to inspect me ? 
And I have no sword, worse luck! But at least. 

Bold Bhima's spirit I will show; 

My arm shall be my sword. 

Better a warrior’s death than woe 

'riiat cells and chains afford. 1 7 

But the time to use force has not yet come, {(liatidanaka enters 
the cart and looks cd)Out.\ I seek your protc(*tion. 

Chundanaka. [Speakin^g in San.skrit.^ He who seeks protection 
shall be safe. 

Aryaka. Whene’er he fight, that man will suffer hurts. 

Will be abandoned of his friends and kin. 

Becomes a mock forever, wdio deserts 
One seeking aid; ’t is an unpardoned sin. 18 

Chandanaka. VV'^hat! the herdsman Arvaka? lake a bird that flees 
from a hawk, he has fallen into the hand of the fowler. {U(jlect- 
ing. ] He is no sinner, this man who seeks my protection and sits 
in Charudatta’s cart. Besides, he is the friend of good Sharvilaka, 
who saved my life. On the other hand, there are the king’s orders. 
What is a man to do in a case like this? Well, what must be, must 
be. I promised him my protection just now. 

He who gives aid to frightened men. 

And joys his neighbor’s ills to cure. 

If he must die, he dies; but thet). 

His reputation is secure. 19 

[He gets dozen nneasily.] I .saw the gentleman [correcting him- 
self] I mean, the lady \"asantasena, and she says “ Is it proper, is 
it gentlemanly, when I am going to visit t’harudatta, to insult me 
on the highway?” 

Vtraka. Chandanaka, I have my suspicions. 

Chandamdia. Suspicions? How so? 
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Vh'. You gurgled in your cniven throat; it seems a trifle shady. 

You said “I saw the gentleman,” and then “1 saw the lady.” 
That ’s why 1 ’m not satisfied. 

Chandimaka. What’s the matter with you, man? We southerners 
don’t speak plain. \Ye know a thousand dialects of the barbari- 
ans — the Ivhashas, the Khattis, the Kadas, tlie Kadatthobilas, the 
Karnatas, the Karnas, the Pravaranas, the Drilvidas, the Cholas, 
the Chinas, the Barbaras, the Kheras, the K hunas, the Mukhas, the 
Madhughatas, and all the rest of ’em, and it all depends on the way 
we feel whether we say “he” or “she,” “gentleman” or “hxdy.” 
Kiraka. Can’t I have a look, too? It’s the king’s orders. And the 
king trusts me. 

Chcmdanaka. 1 suppose the king doesn’t trust mef 
Vlraka. Isn’t it His Majesty’s command? 

Chandanaka. {Asidc.^ If people knew that the good herdsman es- 
caped in Charudatta’s cart, then the king would make Charudatta 
suffer for it. What ’s to be done? [^^Rcflectiiig'd^ I ’ll stir up a quarrel 
the way they do down in the Carnatic. [AloMd.'\ M^ell, V^Traka, I 
made one inspection myself- my name is Chandanaka — and you 
want to do it over again. >V’ho are you ? 

Vlraka. Confound it! Who are you, anyway? 

Chandimaka. An honorable and highly respectable person, and you 
don’t remember your own family. 

Vlraka. \^Anffrily.'\ Confound you! What is my family? 
Chandanaka. Who speaks of such things? 

Vmaka. Speak! 

Chandanaka. I think 1 ’d better not.. 

I know your family, but 1 won’t say; 

’T would iK)t be modest, such things to betray ; 

What good ’s a rotten apple anyway? 21 

Vlraka. Speak, speak ! [Chandanaka makes a significant gcstnre.'\ 
Confound you! What does that mean? 
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Ckand. A broken whetstone in one hand — a thing 
That looks like scissors in the other wing — 

To trim the scrubby beards that curl and cling, 

And you — why, you ’re a captain of the king! 22 

Vlraka. AVcll, Chandanaka, you highly respectable person, you 
don’t remember your own family either. 

C/uindanaka. Tell me. What is the family I belong to, I, C’han- 
danaka, pure as the moon ? 

Vlraka. Who speaks of such things? 

Chandanaka. Speak, speak! {Vlraka makes a siffni/icant gesture.] 
Confound you! What does that mean? 

V Iraka. I ii sten. 

Your house is pure: your father is a drum, 

Your mother is a kettledrum, you scum! 

Your brother is a tambourine — turn, turn! 

And you — why, you're a captain of the king! 23 

Chandanaka. {Wraihjully.] I, Chandanaka, a tanner! You can look 
at the cart. 

Vlraka. You! driver! turn the cart around. 1 want to look in. 
J^^Va7^dhamanaka does ,yo. Vlraka starts to eUrnb in. Chanda7iaka 
.seizes him violenthf by the hair, thi'oxvs him dozen, a7id kieks hm.] 
Vh'aka. {Rising. Wrath fnlly.] Confound you ! I was peaceably go- 
ing about the king’s business, when you seized me violently by the 
hair and kicked me. So listen! If I don’t have you drawn and 
(juartered in the middle of the court-room, my name ’s not V'^Iraka. 
Chandanaka. All right. Go to court or to a hall of justice. What 
do I care for a puppy like you? 

’ Vl7'aka. I will. [A'av/. 

Chandanaka. {Looks abo7it hi/7i.] Go on, driver, go on! If anybody 
asks you. just say “The cart has been inspected by Chandanaka 
and Viraka.” Mistress Vasuntasena,, let me give you a passport. 
{He hands Aryaka a .swo7d.] 
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Aryaha. [^Takes it. Joy fully to himself.'] 

A sword, a sword ! JNIy right eye twitches fast.^ 

Now all is well, and 1 arn safe at last. 24 

Chandanaka. M adam. 

As 1 have given you a passage free. 

So may I live within your memory. 

To utter this, no selfish thoughts could move; 

Ah no, I speak in plenitude of love. 25 

Aryaka. Chandanaka is rich in virtues pure; 

My friend is he — B'ate willed it — true and tried. 

1 11 not forget C'handanaka, be sure. 

What time the oracle is justified. 26 

Chand. May Shiva, Vishnu, llrahma, 'Bhree in One, 

Protect thee, and the Moon, and blessed Sun ; 

Slay all thy foes, as mighty l*arvati 

Slew Shumbha and Nishumbha — fearfully, 27 

\^Kjeit Vordliamanaku, xcitli the bulloek-cart. Chandanaka looks to- 
tcard the back (ij the sta^e.] Aha! As he goes away, my good friend 
Sharvilaka is following him. Well, I ’ve made an enemy of V iraka, 
the chief constable and tlie king’s favorite; so I think I too had 
better be following him, with all my sons and brotliers. 


J A omen, in the ca.se of a man. 


[Ikvit. 
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, f . . {Enter Charudaiia and Maitrem.'] 

Maitreya. ^ ^ ^ 

H OW beautiful the old garden Pushpakaranda is. 

Charudatta. You are quite right, my friend. For see! 

The trees, like mercliants, show their wares ; 

Each several tree his blossoms bears. 

While bees, like officers, are flitting. 

To take from each what toll is fitting. 1 

Maitreya. This simple stone is very attractiv^e. l*ray be seated. 
Charudatta. {Seats himself.] HowA’'ardhamunaka lingers, my friend! 
Maitreya. I told Vardhamanaka to bring Vasantasena and come 
as (piickly as he could. 

Charudatta. Why then does he linger? 

Is he delayed by some slow-moving load? 

Has he returned with broken wheel or traces? 
Obstructions bid him seek another road ? 

His bullocks, or himself, choose these slow p.-iees? 2 

{Enter Vardhamanaka rcith the hidlack-eart, in tvhieh Aryaka lies 
hidden.] 

Vardhamanaka. Get up, bullocks, get up! 

A ryaka. {Aside.] 

And still I fear tlie spies that serve the king; 

Escape is e\'cn yet a doubtful thing. 

While to my foot these cursed fetters cling. 

Some good man ’tis, within whose cart I lie. 

Like cuckoo chicks, whose heartless mothers fly. 

And crows must rear the fledglings, or they die. 3 

1 have come a long distance from the city. Shall I get out of the 
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cart and seek a hiding-place in the grove? or shall I wait to see 
the owner of the cart? On second thoughts, I will not hide my- 
self in the grove; for men say that the noble Churudatta is ever 
helpful to them that seek his protection. 1 will not go until I have 
seen him face to face. 

’T will bring contentment to that good man’s heart 
To see me rescued from misfortune’s sea. 

This body, in its suffering, pain, and smart. 

Is saved through his sweet magnanimity. 4 

Vardhamaudka. Here is the garden. 1 ’ll drive in. [He does a*o.] 
Maitreya ! 

Maitreya. (lood news, my friend. It is Vardhainanaka's voice. 
Vasantasena must have come. 

Charudatta. Good news, indeed. 

Maitreya. You son of a slave, what makes you so late ? 
Vardharnanaka. Don’t get angiy, good Maitreya. I remembered 
that I had forgotten the cushion, and I had to go back for it, and 
that is why I am late. 

Churudatta. Turn the cart around, Vardharnanaka. Maitreya, my 
friend, help V'asantasena to get out. 

Maitreya. Has she got fetters on her feet, so that she can’t get 
out by herself ? [He rises and lif ts the curtain of the cart.^ Why, 
this isn’t mistress Vasantasena — this is Mister Vasantasena. 
Charudatta. A truce to your jests, my friend. Love cannot wait. 
I will help her to get out myself. [He rises.^ 

Aryaka. [DiscoxHU's him.'] Ah, the owner of the bullock-cart! He 
is attractive not only to the ears of men, but also to their eyes. 
Thank heaven! I am safe. 

Charudatta. [Enters the btdlock-cart and discovers Aryaka.'\ Who 
then is this? 

As trunk of elephant his arms are long. 

His chest is full, his shoulders broad and strong. 
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His great eyes restless-red;^ 

Why should this man be thus enforced to fight — 

So noble he — -Avith such ignoble plight, 

His foot to fetters wed ? 5 

Who are you, sir? 

Aryaka. I am one who seeks your protection, Aryaka, by birth a 
herdsman. 

Charudiitta. Are you he whom King Pillaka took from the ham- 
let where he lived and thrust into prison ? 

Aryaka. The same. 

Charudatta. ’Tis fate that brings you to my sight; 

May I be reft of heaven’s light. 

Ere I desert you in your hapless plight. 6 

[^Aryaka manifests his Joy.} 

ChUrudatta. Vardhamanaka, remove the fettei's from his foot. 
VurdhamZmaka. Yes, sir. c does .yo.] Master, the fetters are re- 
moved. 

Aryaka. Rut you have bound me with yet .stronger fetters of love. 
Maitreya. Now you may put on the fetters yourself. He is free 
. y.ny way. And it ’s time for us to be going. 

Charudatta. Peace! For shame! 

Aryaka. Charudatta, my friend, I entered your cart somewhat 
unceremoniously. I beg your pardon. 

Charudatta. 1 feel honored that you should use no ceremony with 
me. 

Aryaka. If you permit it, I now desire to go. 

Charudatta. Go in peace. 

Aryaka. Thank you. I will alight from the cart. 

Charudatta. No, my friend. The fetters have but this moment 
been removed, and you will find walking difficult. In this spot 

^ LMllfulikshita says that these arc signs of royalty. 
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where men seek pleasure, a bullock-cart will excite no suspicion. 
Continue your journey then in the cart. 

Ary aka. I thank you, sir. 

Chariid. Seek now thy kinsmen. Happiness be thine! 

Aryaka. Ah, I have found thee, blessed kinsman mine! 

Charud. Remember me, when thou hast cause to speak. 

Aryaka. Thy name, and not mine own, my words shall seek. 
Charud. May the immortal gods protect tliy ways! 

Aryaka. Thou didst protect me, in most perilous days. 

Chartid. Nay, it was fate that sweet protection lent. 

Aryaka. But thou wast chosen as fate’s instrument. 7 

Charudatta. King Palaka is aroused, and protection will prov^e 
difficult. You must depart at once. 

Aryaka. Until we meet again, farewell. \Kxit. 

Charud. From royal wrath I now have much to fear; 

It were unwise for me to linger here. 

Then throw the fetters in the well; for spies 

Serve to their king as keen, far-seeing eyes. 8 

[///,9 left eye hcitchcfi.'\ Maitreya, my friend, 1 long to see \’^asanta- 
sena. F or now, because 

I have not seen whom 1 love best. 

My left eye twitches; and my breast 
Is causeless-anxious and distressed. 9 

Come, let us go. [ife xvalks about.] See! a Buddhist monk ap- 
proaches, and the sight bodes ill. [Ridlectin^.] I^et him enter by 
that path, while we depart by this. \_K,vil. 



ACT THE EIGHTH 
'rilE STKANGI.ING OF VASAN'rASENA 
\^Knter a ti/onk, with a zvet garment in fius hand.~\ 

Monk. 

Y e ignorant, lay by a store of virtue! 

Restrain the belly; watch eternally. 

Heeding the heat of contemplation’s’ drum. 

For else the senses — fearful thieves they he — 

Will steal away all virtue's hoarded sum. 1 

And further: I have seen that all things are transitory, so that now 
I am become the abode of virtues alone. 

Who slays the Five Men,- and the Female Jiane,-’ 

Ry whom protection to the 'Fown'' is given, 

By whom the Outeaste'* impotent is slain. 

He cannot fail to enter into heaven. 2 

Though head he shorn and lace he shorn, 

’Phe heart unsliorn, why should man shave him ? 

But he wdiose inmost heart is shorn 

Needs not the shaven head to save him. 3 

I have dyt!d this robe of mine yellow. And now I will go into the 
garden of the king’s brother-in-law, wash it in the pond, and go 
away as soon as 1 can. [7/c walks ahoiit and zvashes the robe.^ 

A voice behind the scenes. Shtop, you confounded monk, shtop! 
3Ionk. [IJiseozwrs the speaker. Pearjullp.] Heaven help me! Here 
is the king’s brother-in-law, Sansthanaka. .fust because one monk 
committed an offense, now', wherever he sc'cs a monk, whether it 
is the same one or not, he bores a hole in liis nose aiul drives him 
around like a bullock. Where shall a defenseless man find a de- 
fender? But after all, the blessM J^ord Buddha is my defender. 

1 An allusion to the practice by which the Biiclcihi.sts induced a state of reli^^ious ecsta.sy. 
2 The five senses. 2 Igiiorance. * The body. -» The conceit of iiidividiuility. 
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\^Enter the courtier, carrying a sword, and SansthU,nah'a.~\ 
Sansthrmaka. Shtop, you confounded monk, shtop! I’ll pound 
your head like a red radish* at a drinking party. [Jle strikes himi] 
Courtier. You jackass, you shoidd not strike a monk Avho wears 
the yellow robes of renunciation. Why heed him? l^ook rather 
upon this garden, which offers itself to pleasure. 

'i’o creatures else forlorn, the forest trees 
Ho works of mercy, granting joy and ease ; 

I Jkc a sinner’s heart, the park unguarded lies, 
lake some new-founded realm, an easy prize. 4 

Monk. Heaven bless you! He merciful, servant of the Blessed 
One! 

San, d kanaka. Hid you hear that, shir? He ’s inshulting me. 
Courtier. What does he say ? 

Sansthanuka. Shays I’m a shervant. What do you take me for? 
a barber ? 

Courtier. A servant of the Blessed One he calls you, and this is 
praise. 

Sansthanaka. Praise me shome more, monk ! 

Monk. You are virtuous! You are a brick! 

Samthanaka. Shee? He shays I ’m v’^irtuous. He shays I ’m a brick. 
What do you think I am ? a materialistic philosopher ? or a water- 
ing-trough? or a pot-maker ?'•* 

Courtier. You jackass, he praises you when he says that you are 
virtuous, that you are a brick. 

Sansthanaka. Well, shir, what did he come here for? 

Monk. To wash this robe. 

Sansthrmaka. Confound the monk! My slushter’s husband gave me 
the finesht garden there is, the garden Pushpakaranda, Hogs and 
jackals drink the water in thish pond. Now I ’m an arishtocrat, I ’m 

^ Used as an appetizer. 

2 The elaborate puns of this passage t*ari hardly be reproduced in a translation. 
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a mail, and 1 don’t even take a bath. And here yon bring your 
shtinking clotlies, all shtained with shtalc bean-porridge, and wash 
’em ! I think one good shtroke will finish you. 

Courtier. You jackass, I am sure he has not long been a monk. 
Sansthdnaka. How can you tell, shir? 

Courtier, It does n’t take much to tell that. See ! 

His hair is newly shorn; the brow still white; 

The rough cloak has not yet the shoulder scarred ; 

He wears it awkwardly; it clings not tight; 

And here above, the fit is sadly marred. 5 

Monk. 'I'rue, servant of the lllesscd One. I have been a monk but 
a short time. 

Sausthrenuka. 'rhen why haven’t you been one all your life? [He 
heats him.'\ 

Monk. Buddlia be praised! 

Courtier. Stop beating the poor fellow. Leave him alone. l iCt him 
go. 

Sansthanaka. Jusht wait a minute, while I take counshel. 
Courtier. Witli Avliom? 

Sansthdnaka. With my own heart. 

Courtier. I’oor fellow ! Why did n’t he escape ? 

Sansthdnaka. Blessheil little heart, my little shon and mashter, shall 
the monk go, or shall the monk shtay? [To himself.^ Neither go, 
nor shtay. [y/Zoui/.] Well, shir, I took counshel with my heart, and 
my heai’t shays — 

Courtier. Says what? 

Sansthdnaka. He shall neither go, nor shtay. He shall neither 
breathe up, nor breathe down. He sliall fall down right here and 
die, before you can shay “boo.” 

Monk. Buddha be praised! I throw myself upon your protection. 
Courtier. Let him go. 
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Sansthdnahxi. Well, on one condition. 

Courtier. And what is that? 

Sausthanaka. He musht shling mud in, without making the water 
dirty. Or better yet, he musht make the water into a ball, and 
shling it into the mud. 

Courtier. What incredible folly! 

'I'he patient earth is burdened by 
So many a Ibol, so many a drone, 

Whose tlioughts and deeds ai-e all awry — 

These trees of flesh, these forms of stone. 6 

[The monk makes faces at San.'<thanaka.'\ 

Sansthdnaka. What does he mean? 

Cou7'tier. He praises you. 

Sansthdnaka. IVaise me shome more ! Praise me again I [ The monk 
docs so, then ravV.] 

Courtier. See how beautiful the garden is, you jackass. 

See yonder trees, adorned with fruit and flowers. 

O'er which the clingitjg creepers interlace; 

'rhe watchmen guard them with the royal powers ; 

'I'hey seem like men whom loving wives embrac*e. Z 
San.'ithdnaka. A good deshcription, shir. 

'rhe ground is mottled with a lot of flowers; 

The blosshom freight bends down the lofty trees; 

And, hanging from the leafy tree-top bowers, 

'I'he monkeys bob, like breadfruit in the breeze. 8 

Courtier. Will you be seated on this stone bench, you jackass? 
Sansthdnaka. I am sheated. [Then themselves.^ Do you know, 
shir, I remember that \’asantjiscr)a even yet. She is like an inshult. 
I can't get her out of my mind. 

Courtier. He remembers her even after such a repulse. 

For indeed. 
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The mean man, whom a woman spurns, 

But loves the more ; 

The wise man’s passion gentler burns, 

Or passes o’er. 0 

San.sthanaka. Shome time has passhed, sliir, shince I told my sher- 
vant Sthavaraka to take the bullock-cart and come as quick as 
he could. And even yet he is not here. 1 ’ve been hungry a long 
time, and at noon a man can’t go a-foot. For slice ! 

The shun is in the middle of the shky. 

And hard to look at as an angry ape; 

I..ike (iandharl, whose hundred shons did die. 

The earth is hard dishtresslied and can’t eshcape. 10 
Courtier. ’I’ruc. 

Tlie cattle all — their cuds let fall — 
l iie drowsing in the shade; 

In heated pool their lips to cool. 

Deer throng the woodland glade; 

A prey to heat, the city street 
Makes wanderers afraid; 

The cart must shun the midday sun. 

i\nd thus has been delayed, 11 

Sansthanaka. Yesshir, 

Fasht to my head the heated shun-beam clings; 

Birds, flying creatures, alsho winged things 
Besht in the branches of the trees, while men. 

People, and pcrshons shigh and shigh again; 

At home they tarry, in their houses shtay, 

To bear the heat and burden of the day. 1 2 

Well, shir, that shervant is n't here yet. I ’m going to shing shome- 
thing to passh the time, [//c 'riiere, shir, did you hear 

what I shang ? 

Courtier. VV'^hat shall I say? Ah, how melodious! 
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Sausthanaka. Why .should n t it be malodorous? 

Of nut-grass and cumin 1 make up a pickle, 

Of devil’s-dung, ginger, and orris, and treacle; 

That’s the mixture of perfumes I eagerly eat: 

Why shouldn’t my voice be remarkably shweet? 13 

Well, shir, I ’m jusht going to shing again. [He does 50.] There, 
shir, did you hear what I shang? 

Courtier. What shall I say? Ah, how melodious! 

San.stharmka. Why should n't it be malodorous? 

Of the flesh of the cuckoo 1 make up a chowder. 

With devil’s-dung added, and black pepper powder; 

With oil and with butter I shprinkle the meat: 

Why should n’t my voice be remarkably shweet? 14 
Hut shir, the shervant is n’t here yet. 

Courtier. Be easy in your mind. He will be here presently. 

[Enter Vasanta.sena in. the hulloek-enrt^ and iSthrivarukn.'\ 
Sthrwaraka. I ’m frightened. It is already noon. I hope Sansthii- 
naka, the king’s brother-in-law, will not be angry. I must drive 
faster. Get up, bullocks, get up! 

Va.santa.senri. Alas! That is not Vardhamilnaka's voice. What does 
it mean ? I wonder if Charudatta was afraid that the bullocks 
might become weary, and so sent another man with another cart. 
My right eye twitches. My heart is all a-tremble. There is no one 
in sight. Everything seems to dance before my eyes. 

Samthunaka. [Heai'in^ the .sound of xeheels.^ The cart is here, shir. 
Courtier. How do you know? 

San.sthanaka. Can’t you shee? It shqueaks like an old hog. 
Courtier. [Pereewes the ea?'f.] Quite true. It is here. 

Sansthanaka. Sthavaraka, my little shon, my shlave, are you here ? 
Sthrivaraka. Yes, sir. 

San.sthanaka. Is the cart here? 
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SthUvaraka. Yes, sir. 

Samthanakn. Are the bullocks here? 

Sthava7'uka. Yes, sir. 

Sansthanaka. And are you here ? 

Sfhavaraka. Yes, master, 1 arn here too. 

Sanst kanaka. Then drive the cart in. 

Sthmmraka. Hy which road ? 

Sansthanaka. Right here, where the wall is tumbling down. 
StJuwaraka. Oh, master, the bidloeks will be killed. I'he cart will 
go to pieces. And I, your servant, shall be killed. 

Sansthanaka. I’m the king’s brother-in-law, man. If the bullocks 
are killed. I’ll buy shome more. If the cart goes to pieces, I ’ll 
have another one made. If you are killed, there will be another 
driver. 

Stlmvaraka. Everything will be replaced — except me. 
Sansthanaka. Let the whole thing go to pieces. Drive in over the 
wall. 

Sthax'araka. 'riicn break, cart, break with your driver, 'riiere will 
be another cart. I must go and present myself to my master, [//e 
dr'wes in.'] What! not broken? Master, here is your cart. 
Sansthanaka. '^Phe bullocks not shplit in two? and the ropes not 
killed ? and you too not killed ? 

Sthfivaraka. No, sir. 

Sansthanaka. Come, shir. I^et’s look at the cart. You are my 
teacher, shir, my very besht teacher. You arc a man I reshpect, 
my intimate friend, a man I delight to honor. Do you eriter the 
cart firsht. 

Courtier. Very well. [He .starts to do vo.] 

Sansthanaka. Not much! Shtop! Is thish your father’s cart., that 
you should enter it firsht ? I own thish cart. I ’ll enter it firsht. 
Courtier. I only did what you said. 
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SansthanaJm. Even if I do shay sho, you ought to be polite enough 
to shay “After you, niashter.” 

Courtier. After you, thien. 

Smisfhanaka. Now I ’ll enter. Sthavaraka, niy little shon, niy 
shlave, turn the cart around. 

Sthavnrah'a. [])oes -90.] Enter, master. 

Snmthanaka. [Ktitcrs and looks about, then hastihf gets out in ter- 
ror, and falh on the courtiers weeA-.] Oh, oh, oh! You’re a dead 
man! 'riiere’s a witch, or a thief, that’s sitting and living in my 
bullock-cart. If it ’s a witch, we ’ll both be robbed. If it ’s a thief, 
we ’ll both be eaten alive. 

Courtier. Don’t be frightened. How could a witch travel in a 
bullock-cart? 1 hope that the heat of the midday sun has not 
blinded you, so that you became the victim of an hallucination 
when you saw the shadow of Sthiivaraka with the smock on it. 
SansthanaJm. Sthiivaraka, my little shon, my shlave, are you 
alive? 

Sthavaraka. Yes, sir. 

Sansthdnaka. But shir, there ’s a woman sitting and living in the 
bullock-cart. I jook and shee! 

Courtier. A woman? 

Then let us bow our heads at once and go, 

Ijike steers whose eyes the falling raindrops daze; 

In public spots my dignity I show; 

On high-born dames I hesitate to gaze. 15 

Vasantasend. [/// amazevicnt. Aside.'] Oh, oh! It is that thorn in 
my eye, the king’s brother-in-law. Alas! the danger is great. Poor 
woman! My coming hither proves as fruitless as the sowing of a 
handful of seeds on salty soil. M'^hat shall I do now ? 
Sansthdnaka. 'riiisli old shervant is afraid and he won’t look into 
the cart. Will you look into the cart, shir? 

Courtier. I see no harm in that. Yes, I will do it. 
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Sansthanaka. Are those things jackals that I slice flying into the 
air, and are those things crows that walk on all fours? While the 
witch is chewing him witli her eyes, and looking at him with her 
teeth, I ’ll make my eshcape. 

Courtier. [^Perccives Pamiitaseuu. /Sadlt/fo /df/iseff.] Is it possible? 
Tlie gazelle follows the tiger. Alas! 

Her mate is lovely as the autumn moon, 

VV'^ho waits for her upon the sandy dune; 

And yet the swan will leave him? and will go 
'Po (lance attendance on a common crow ? 10 

[y^isidc to P(/\a/tta.s‘e/t(l.] Ah, ^'asantasena! I'his is neither right, 
nor worthy of you. 

Your pride rejected him before. 

Yet now for gold, and for your mother’s ivill 
lluwda.'ienu. No! [She .s/takes tier /ic(id.} 

Court ier. 

Your nature knows your pride no more; 

You honor him, a common woman still. 17 

Did I not telP you to “serve the man you love, and him you 
hate”? 

Casanfaseua. I made a mistake in the cart, and thus I came 
hither. 1 throw myself upon your protection. 

Courtier. Do not fear. Come, I must deceive him. [He returns to 
Saufithanaku.] Jackass, there is indeed a witch who makes her 
home in the cart. 

Sans-thanaka. Rut shir, if a witch is living there, why aren’t you 
robbed? And if it’s a tluef, why aren’t you eaten alive? 

Courtier. W^hy try to determine that ? Rut if we should go back 
on foot through the gardens until w'c came t(j the city, to I ’jjayinl, 
what harm would that do ? 

Sanuthwiaka. And if we did, wliat then ? 

* See page 
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Covrtier. Then we should have some exercise, and should avoid 
tiring the bullocks. 

Sauftthamika. All right. Sthavaraka, my shlave, drive on. But no! 
Shtop, shtop! J go on foot before gods and Brahmans ? Not much I 
I ’ll go in my cart, sho that people shall shee me a long way off, 
and shay “There he goes, our mashter, the king’s brother-in-law.” 
Courtier. [Aside.] It is hard to convert poison into medicine. So 
be it, then, [^iloud.] .Jackass, this is V'^asantasena, come to visit 
you. 

Vasantasena. Heaven forbid! 

Sanstliunalm. [GJeeJ'uUtf.] Gh, oh! To visit me, an arishtocrat, a 
man, a regular Vasudeva ? 

Courtier. Yes. 

Saustliduaka. This is an unheard-of piece of luck. That other time 
I made her angry, sho now I '11 fall at her feet and beg her })ardon. 
Courtier. Capital ! 

Sausthdnaka. T ’ll fall at her feet myshclf. [He <i[rp7'oaehes Vas<mta- 
send.] lattle motlier, mamma dear, lishten to my prayer. 

1 fold my hands and fall before thy feet 

Thine eyes are large, thy teeth are clean and neat. 

Thy finger-nails are ten - forgive thy shlave 
What, love-tormented, he offended, shweet. 18 

Vasantaseud. [A yi^'ily.] I ,eave me ! Your words are an irisult ! [She 
spurns him with her foot.] 

Samthdnnka. [ Wrathfulhj.] 

Thisli head that mother and that mamma kissed. 

That never bent to worship god, I wist. 

Upon thish head she dared to plant lier feet. 

Like jackals on the carrion they meet. 19 

Sthavaraka, you shlave, where did you pick her up? 

Sthavaraka. M aster, the highway was blocked by villagers’ wagons. 
So I stopped my cart near Charudatta’s orchard, and got out. And 
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while I was helping a villager with his wagon, I suppose she mis* 
took this cart for another, and climbed in. 

Sansthanaka. Oho! she mishtook my cart for another? and didn't 
come to slice me? (iet out of my cart, get out! You ’re going to 
visit your poor merchant’s shon, are you ? 'Fliose are my bullocks 
you ’re driving, (iet out, get out, you shlave! (iet out, get out! 
Vasania^cnru I’ruly, you honor me when you say that I came to 
see Cdiiirudatta. Now Avhat must be, must be. 

SamthWiuka. 'I'hesc hands of mine, ten-finger-naily, 

These hands sho lotush-leafy. 

Are itching-anxious, girl, to dally 
VV'^itli you; and in a jiff’y 
I ’ll drag Your Shweetness by the hair 
From the cart wherein you ride, 

As did Jatayu Hali's fair, 

'Fhe monkey Hiili’s bride. 20 

Courtier. So virtuous ladies may not be 
Insulted thus despitefully; 

Nor garden creepers may not be 
Robbed of their leaves so cruelly. 21 

Stand up, man. I will help her to alight. Come, Vasantasena! {Ca- 
snntasena alights and stands apart.^ 

Sanst/ianaka. [^iside.] The flame of wrath was kindled when she 
despised my proposition, and now it blazes up because she kicked 
me. Sho now I ’ll murder her. Ciood! Thish way. [Aloud.] Well, 
shir, what do you want ? 

A cloak with fringes hanging down and all, 

T'ied with a hundred shtrings? or good ragout. 

To make you slimack your greedy li[)s and call 
“Chuhoo, chuhoo, chukku, chuhoo, chuhooo ”? 22 

Courtier. W ell ? 

Sansthanaka. Do me a favor. 
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Courtier. Certainly. Anything, unless it be a sin. 

Samthanaka. There ’s not a shmell of a shin in it, shir. Not a per- 
fume! 

Courtier. Speak, then. 

Sanat kanaka. Murder Vasantasena. 

Courtier. IStoppin^ his 

A tender lady, gem of this our city, 

A courtezan whose love was stainless ever — 

If I should kill her, sinless, without pity. 

What boat would bear me on the gloomy river? 23 
Sansthanaka. I ’ll give you a boat. And beshides, in thish deserted 
garden, who’ll shee you murdering her? 

Courtier. The regions ten,’^ the forest gods, the sky. 

The wind, the moon, the sun whose rays are light. 
Virtue, my conscience — these I cannot fly, 

Nor earth, that witnesses to wrong and right. 24 
SnnsthUnaka. Well then, put your cloak over her and murder her. 
Courtier. You fool! You scoundrel! 

Sansthanaka. The old hog is afraid of a shin. Never mind. I ’ll per- 
shuade Sthilvaraka, my shlave. Sthavaraka, my little shon, my 
shlave, I ’ll give you golden bracelets. 

Sthrwaraka. And I ’ll wear them. 

Sansthanaka. 1 ’ll have a golden sheat made lor you. 

Sthavaraka. And I ’ll sit on it. 

Sansthanaka. I ’ll give you all my leavings. 

Sthavaraka. And I ’ll eat them. 

Sansthanaka. I ’ll make you the chief of all my shervants. 
Sthrwaraka. Master, I ’ll be the chief. 

Sansthunaka. You only have to attend to what I shay. 
Sthavaraka. Master, 1 will do anything, unless it be a sin. 

1 The four cardinal points, the four intennediate points, the zenith, and the nadir. 
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SamihUna/ca. 'Fhere s not a slimell of a shin in it. 

St/iavaraka. Then speak, master. 

Sansthanaka. Murder V^astintasena. 

Sthrwarakn. Oil, master, be merciful! Unworthy as I am, I brought 
this worthy lady hither, because she mistook this bullock-cart for 
another. 

Sansthanaka. You shlave, ain’t I your mashter? 

Sthrwaraka. Master of my botly, not of my character, lie merciful, 
mastei’, be merciful ! I am afraid. 

Samthanaka. You ’re my shlave. VYho are you afraid of ? 
Sthavai’aka. Of the other world, master. 

Sansthanaka. VYho is thish “other \vorld”? 

Sthrwaraka. Master, it is a rewarder ol“ rigliteousness and sin. 
Sansthanaka. VA^hat is the reward of rigliteoushness? 

Sthrwaraka. To be like my master, with plenty of golden orna- 
ments. 

Sansthanaka. VVhat is the reward of shin ? 

Sthrwaraka. I’o be like me, eating another man’s bread. That is 
why I will do no sin. 

Sansthanaka. Sho you won’t murder her? [//c beats him leith all 
his mij^ht.] 

Sthavaraka. You may beat me, master. V'’ou may kill me, master. 

I will do no sin. 

A luckless, lifelong slave am I, 

A slave I live, a slave I die; 

Hut further woe I will not buy, 

I will not, will not sin. 25 

Fusantasena. Sir, I throw myself upon your protection. 

Courtier. Pardon him, jackass! Well done, Sthavaraka! 

Does this poor, miserable slave 
Seek virtue’s njeed beyond the grave? 
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And is his lord indifferent? 

’'I''hen why are not such creatures sent 

To instcint hell, whose sinful store 

Grows great, who know not virtue more? 26 

And again: 

Ah, cruel, cruel is our fate, 

And enters through the straitest gate ; 

Since he is slave, and you are lord. 

Since he does not enjoy your hoard, 

Since you do not obey his word. 27 

Sanstfumaka. [^/.svV/c’.j Tlie old jackal is afraid of a shin, and the 
“lifelong shlave” is afraid of the other world. Who am I afraid of, 
I, the king’s brother-in-law, an arishtocrat, a man? [Almid.'\ Well, 
shervant, you “ lifelong shlave,” you can go. Go to your room and 
resht and keep out of my way. 

Sthrivaraka. Yes, master. [7’o Vasantasena.] Madam, I have no 
fiirther power. [K,vit. 

Sansthanaka. [Girds up his /o/w.s“.] W^ait a minute, \^asantasena, 
wait a minute. I want to murder you. 

Courtier. You will kill her before my eyes ? [He seizes him bp the 
throat.^ 

Sansthanaka. [Falls to the ground.'\ Shir, you ’re murdering your 
mashter. [He loses eonseiousness, but reeoversi] 

I always fed him fat with meat. 

And gave him butter too, to eat; 

Now for the friend in need I search; 

A\’hy does he leave me in the lurch? 28 

[After refleeiionP^ Good ! 1 have an idea. The old jackal gave her 
a hint by shaking his head at her. Sho I ’ll shend him away, and 
then I’ll murder Vasantasena. That’s the idea. [A load.'] Shir, I 
was born in a noble family as great as a wine-glass. How could 1 
do that shin I shpoke about? I jusht shaid it to make her love me. 
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Courtier. Why should you boast of this your noble birth ? 

’T is character that makes the man of worth ; 

Rut thorns and weeds grow rank in fertile earth. 29 
Sansthanaka. She ’s ashamed to confessh her love when you ’re here. 
Please go. My shervant Sthavaraka has gone too after getting a 
beating. He may be running away. Catcli him, shir, and conic back 
with him. 


Courtier. [Aside.'] 

V’asantasena is too proud to own. 

While I am near, her love for one so cnide; 

So now I leave her here with him alone; 

I.iOve’s confidences long for solitude. 30 

[Aloud,] Very well. I go. 

Vmantasena. [Seizing the hem of his garment.] Did I not throw 
myself upon your protection ? 


Courtier. Do not fear, ^^asantasciul 


.lackass, V^tsantasenil is a 


pledge, committed to your hand. 

Sansthanaka. All right. .Tusht let her be committed to my hand. 
It ’s a pledge that I 11 execute. 


Cou7'tier. Are you honest? 

Sansthanaka. 11 onesht. 

Couf'tier. [Takes a few steps.] No! If 1 go, the wretch might kill 
her. I will conceal myself for a moment, and see what he intends 
to do. [Tic stands apart.] 

San.sthanaka. tfood! I 'll murder her. Rut no! Perhaps thish tricky 
trickshter, tliish Rraliman, thish old jackal, has gone and hidden 
himshelf ; he might raise a howl like the jackal he is. I ’ll jusht do 
thish to deceive him. [Tie gathei's ftoxeers and adorns himself 
Vasantiisena, my love, my love! Come! 

Courtier. Yes, he has turned lover. Ciood! I am content. I will 
go. [Tlwit. 
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Sansihanaka. I ’ll give you gold, 1 ’ll call you shweet; 

My turbaned head adores your feet. 

W^hy not love me, my clean-toothed girl? 

Why worship such a pauper eliurl? 31 

Vdsantasend. How can you ask? [*S%e hoivs her head and recites 
the Jollowin^ r’e/'.ye.v.] 

O base and vile ! O Avretch ! What more ? 

Why tempt me now with gold and poAver? 

The lioney-loving bees adore 

The pure and stainless lotus floAver. 32 

Though poverty may strike a good man low. 

Peculiar honor Avaits upon his Avoe; 

And tis the glory of a courtezan 

To set her love upon an honest man. 33 

And 1, who have loved the mango-tree, I cannot cling to the 
locust-tree. 

Sansthanaka. Wench, you make that poor little C’harudatta into 
a mango-tree, and me you call a loeusht-tree, not even an acacia! 
I'hat s the way you abuse me, and even yet you remember Cha- 
rudattii. 

Fasantasena. Why should I not remember him Avho dAveUs in my 
heart ? 

Sansthanaka. 'riiish very minute I ’m going to slitrangle “him 
who dwells in your heart,” and you too. Shtand shtill, you poor- 
merehant-man’s lover ! 

Fasantasena. Oh speak, oh speak again these Avords that do me 
honor ! 

Sansthanaka. .lusht let poor Charudatta — the shon of a shlave — 
resheue you noAv ! 

Fasantasenn. He Avould rescue me, if he saAv me. 

Sansthanakfi. Is he the king of gods? the royal ape? 

Slion of a nymph ? or Avears a demon’s shape? 
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The kingly deity of wind and rain ? 

The offshpring of the Pilndii-princes’ bane ? 

A prophet? or a vulture known afar? 

A shtatesman? or a beetle? or a shtar? 34 

Rut even if he was, he could n’t reshcue you. 

As Sita in the Rharata 

Was killed by good old Chanakya, 

Sho I intend to throttle thee, 

As did Jatayu Draupadi. 35 

[He raises his arm to strih-e he?\~\ 

Vasantnsena. Mother! where are you ? Oh, Charudatta! iny heart’s 
longing is unfulfilled, and now I die! 1 will scream for help. No! 
It would bring shame on Vasantasena, should she scream for help. 
Heaven bless Chrirudatta! 

Sansthanaka. Does the wench shpeak that raslical’s name even 
yet ? [He seizes her by the throat. Remember him, wench, remem- 
ber him! 

Vasantasena. Heaven bless Charudatta! 

Sansthanaka. Die, wench \UIestrangk :s her. Vasantasena loses eon- 
sxiousness, and falls motionless.'^ 

Sansthanaka. [G lee/ullyl] 

Thish bashketful of shin, thish wench, 

Thish foul abode of impudence - 
She came to love, she shtayed to blench. 

For Death’s embrace took every sense. 

Rut why boasht I of valorous arms and slitout? 

She shimply died because her breath gave out. 

Like Sitil in the Rharata, she lies. 

Ah, mother mine! how prettily she dies. 30 

She would not love me, though I loved the wench; 

I shaw the empty garden, set the shnare, 
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And frightened her, and made the poor girl blench. 

My brother! Oh, my father! Thish is where 
You misshed the shight of heroism shtout; 

Your brother and your shon here blosshomed out 
Into a man; like Mothei’ DraupadT, 

You were not there, my bravery to shee. 37 

Good! The old jackal will be here in a minute. I ’ll shtep ashide 
and M'ait. [He docs .vo.] [Enter the eonrtier. xvith Sthavarah-aJ] 

Courtier. 1 have persuaded the servant Sthiivaraka to come back, 
and now I w'ill look for the jackass. [He xmlks about and looks 
around /«/«.] But see! A tree has fallen by the roadside, and killed 
a woman in its fall. O cruel! How couldst thou do this deed of 
shame? iVnd when I see that a woman was slain by thy fabil fall, 
I too am felled to the earth. I’ruly, my heart’s fear for Vasanta- 
sena was an evil omen. Oh, heaven grant that all may yet be well ! 
[He approaches Sansthanaka.] .Jackass, I have persuaded your ser- 
vant Sthavaraka to return. 

Sansthanaka. How do you do, shir? Sthavaraka, niy little .shon, 
my shlave, how do you do ? 

Sthavaraka. Well, thank you. 

Courtier. Give me my pledge. 

Sansthanaka. What pledge ? 

Courtier, ^’^a.sa^^tasena. 

Sansthanaka. She ’s gone. 

Courtier. Where? 

Sansthanaka. Right after } ou. 

Courtier. [Doubtjulhi.] No, she did not go in that direction. 
Sansthanaka. In what direction did you go? 

Courtier. Toward the east. 

Sansthanaka. Well, she went .shouth.^ 

Courtier. So did I. 

^ The of V;iniu, j^otl of tlfiith. 
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SamthUnaka. She went north. 

Courtier. Tliis is nonsense. JMy heart is not satisfied. Speak tlie 
truth. 

Sansthdnaka. I shw'ear by your head, shir, and my own feet. You 
may be easy in your l)eart. 1 murdei ed her. 

Courtier. [^Des^pairingh).'] You really killed her? 

Sansthrmaka. If you don't believe my w'ords, then shee the firsht 
heroic deed of Sansthauaka, the king’s brother-in-law. [lie points 
out the ho(hj.'\ 

Couj'tier. Alas! Ah, woe is me! [He falls in a sivoon.l 
Sansthmuika. ITee, hee! The gentleman is calm enough now! 

Sthdvaraka. Oh, sir! Come to yourself! I am the first murderer, 
for I brought the bulloek-cart hither without looking into it. 

Courtier. [Comes to himself. Mournfnlltj.'^ Alas, Vasantasenu! 

I'lie stream of courtesy is dried away. 

And happiness to her own land doth flee. 

Sweet gcni of gems, that knew love’s gentle play. 

Love’s mart and beauty’s! .Joy of men like me! 

Thy mirth-shored stream, that kind and healing river— 
Alas! is perished, lost, and gone forever! 38 

[Tearfully.^ Ah, woe is me! 

W^hat sin is yet to come, or woe. 

Now thou liast done this deed of hate ? 

Like sin’s foul self, hast thou laid low' 

'I’he sinless goddess of our state. 39 

[Aside.^ Ah! I*erh.aps the w'retch means to lay this sin to my 
charge. I must go hence. [He walks about. Sanstlmnaka approaches 
and holds him back.'\ Scoundrel! 'I'oueh me not. I have done with 
you. 1 go. 

Sansthrmaka. Aha! Firsht you murder Vasantasena, then you 
abuse me, sind now w'here will you run to? And sho a man like me 
has n’t anybody to protect him. 
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Courtier. You are an accursed scoundrel! 

Samth. I ’ll give you countless wealth, a piece of gold, 

A copper, and a cap, to have and hold. 

And sho the fame of thish great deed shall be 
A common property, and shan’t touch me. 40 

Courtier. A curse upon you! Yours, and yours only, be the deed. 
Stiurcarak'a. Heaven avert the omen! [^Samthayiaka bursts out 
huighing.^ 

Courtier, lie enmity between us ! Cease your mirth ! 

Hamned be a friendship that so shames my worth! 
Never may I set eyes on one so low! 

I fling you olF, an un.strung, broken bow. 41 

Sausthanaka. Hon’t be angry. Come, let ’s go and play in the pond. 
Courtier. Unstained my life, and yet it seems to me 

^^our friendship stains, and mocks my sinlessness. 
You woman-murderer! How could I be 
A friend to one whom women ever see 

With eyes half-closed in apprehension’s stress? 42 
[ J/ ournj'ully.^ V^asantasena, 

When thou, sweet maid, art born again. 

He not a courtezan reborn, 

Hut in a house which sinless men. 

And virtuous, and good, adorn. 43 

Sansthanaka. F’irsht you murder Vasantasena in my old garden 
I’ushpakaranda, and now where will you run to? Come, defend 
yourslielf in court before my shishter’s husband! \_IIe holds him 
back.] 

Courtier. Enough, you accursed scoundrel! [lie draivs his sword.] 
Sansthcuiaka. [KevoiUng iu terror.] Sheared, are you? Go along, 
then. 

Courtier. [Aside.] It would be folly to remain here. Well, I will 
go and join myself to Sharvilaka, Chandanaka, and the rest. [Krit. 
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Sansthanaka. (tO to hell. Well, my little shon Sthiivaraka, what 
kind of a thing is thish that I H^e done ? 
iStliavaraka, Master, you have committed a terrible crime. 
Sansthanaka. Shlave! What do you mean by talking about a crime ? 
Well, I ’ll do it thish way. [lie takes narious ornaments from his 
per-soa.l Take these gems. I give ’em to you. Whenever I want to 
wear them, I ’ll teke them back again, but the resht of tlie time 
they are yours. 

Sthavaraka. They should be w^orn only by my master. What ha\"e 
I to do with such things ? 

Sansthanaka. Go along! Take these bullocks, and wait in the tower 
of my palace until 1 come. 

Sthaimraka. V'es, niaster. [Kxit. 

Sansthanaka. The gentleman has made himshelf invisible. He 
wanted to save himshelf. And the shlave I ’ll put in irons in the pal- 
ace tower, and keep him there. And sho the shecret will be shafe. 
I 'll go along, but firsht I ’ll take a look at her. Is she dead, or shall 
I murder her again? [lie Zooks at t'^asantasena.] Dead as a door- 
nail! (lood! I ’ll cover her with thish cloak. No, it has my name 
on it. Shome honesht man might recognize it. Well, here are shome 
dry leaves that the wind has blown into a heap. 1 ’ll cover her 
with them. [lie does so, then pauses to ref feet.] (iood! I ’ll do it 
thish way. 1 ’ll go to court at once, and there I ’ll lodge a complaint. 

I ’ll shay that the merchant Charudatta enticed V’asantascna into 
my old garden Pushpakaranda, and killed her for her money. 

Vesh, Charudatta musht be shlaughtered now. 

And I ’ll invent the plan, forgetting pity; 

The shacrificing of a sinless cow 

Is cruel in the kindesht-hearted city. 44 

Now I ’m ready to go. [He starts to go arcai/, Imt pereeives some- 
thing that frightens him.] (ioodnessh gracioush me! Wherever I 
go, thish damned monk comes with his yellow robes. I bored a hole 
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in his nose once and drove him around, and he hates me. Perhaps 
he dl shee me, and will tell people that I murdered her. Hoav shall 
I eshcape? [He looks about.'] Aha! I 'll jump over the wall where 
it is half fallen down, and eshcape that way. 

1 run, I run, I go, 

In heaven, on earth below, 

In hell, and in Ceylon, 

Hanumat's peaks upon — 

Like Indra’s .self, I go. [Hint.] 45 

[Knicr Imrriedhj the liuddhut monk, e,T-shampooer.] 

Monk. I Ve washed these rags of mine. Shall I let them dry on a 
branch 'i no, the monkeys would steal them. On the ground ? the 
dust w ould make them dirty again. Well then, where shall I spread 
them out to dry? [He looks about.] Ah, here is a pile of dry leaves 
w'hich the wind has blown into a heap. I '11 spread them out on 
that. [//(' does so.] liuddha be praised! [He .sits dozen.] Now I will 
repeat a liymn of the faith. 

VV'ho slays the Five Men, and the Female Pane, 
lly whom protcetion to the Tow’n is given, 

By whom the Outcaste impotent is slain. 

He cannot fail to enter into heaven. (2) 

After all, what have I to do with heaven, before I have paid niy 
debt to Vasantasena, niy sister in Buddha? She bought ray free- 
dom for ten gold-pieces from the gamblers, and since that day 1 
regard myself as her property. [He looks about.] What was that ? 
a sigh that arose from the leaves? It cannot be. 

The heated breezes heat the leaves, 

Tlie w'etted garment w'ets the leaves, 

.;\nd so, I guess, the scattered leaves 
Curl up like any other leaves. 46 

[Va.mntascna begins to recover conscion.mcss, and stretches out her 
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Monk. Ah, there appears a woman’s hand, adorned with beautiful 
gems. What! a second hand ?[//c’ exarnines it rvith the grcatoit 
care.^ It seems to me, I recognize this hand. Yes, there is no doubt 
about it. Surely, this is the Iiand that saved me. But I must see for 
myself, [//c uncovers the body, looks at it, and recognizes i/.] It irt 
my sister in Buddha. [F usantasena pants for xvater.] All, she seeks 
water, and the pond is far away. What shall I do? An idea! I will 
hold this robe over her and let it drip upon her. [//t does so. Va- 
santasena recovers consciousness, and raises herself. The monk fans 
her rcith his garment.] 

Fasantasena. ^Yho are you, sir? 

Monk. Has my sister in Buddha forgotten him whose freedom 
she bought for ten gold-pieces? 

Fasantasena. I seem to remember, but not just as you say. It 
were better that I had slept never to waken. 

Monk. AVhat happened here, sister in Buddha? 

Fasantasena. [Despah •inglij.] Nothing but what is fitting — for a 
courtezan. 

Monk. Sister in Buddha, support yourself by this creeper ^ that 
clings to the tree, and rise to your feet, {lie bends down the creeper. 
Fasantasena takes it in her hand, and rises. ] 

Monk. In yonder monastery dwells one who is my sister in the 
faitli. 'rhere shall my sister in Buddha be restored before she re- 
turns homt‘. \’ou must walk very slowly, sister, [lie xvalks about 
and looks around him.] Make way, good people, make way! 'Bhis is 
a young lady, and I am a monk, yet my conduct is above reproach. 

The man whose hands, whose lips are free from greed. 
Who curbs his senses, he is man indeed. 

He little recks, if kingdoms fall or stand ; 

For heaven is in the hollow of his hand. •’ 47 

[TJweunt. 

^ A monk may not touch a woirjan. 
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Beadle. \_Knter a beadle.^ 

T he magistrates said to mo “Come, beadle, go to the court- 
room, and make ready the seats.” So now 1 am on my way 
to set the court-room in order. [He xmlks about and looks around 
lihn.} Here is the court-room. I will enter. [He enters, sxveeps, and 
puts a scat in its jdaee.] 'Fhere ! I have tidied up tlie court-room 
and put the seats in readiness, and now I will go and tell the ma- 
gistrates. [He xml/cs about and looks around him.] But see! Here 
comes that arrant knave, the king’s brother-in-law. I will go away 
without attracting his attetition. [He stands apart. Enter San- 
sthanaka, in ffojpeous x-aiment.] 

Sansth. I bathed where water runs and flows and purls; 

1 shat within a garden, park, and grove 
With women, and with females, and witli girls, 

Whose lovely limbs with grace angelic move. 1 

My hair is shometimes done up tight, you slice; 

In locks, or curls, it hangs my forehead o’er ; 
Shometimes t is matted, shometimes luinging free; 

And then again, I wear a pompadour. 

I am a wonder, I ’m a wondrous thing. 

And the husband of my shishtcr is the king. 2 

And beshides, I ’ve found a big hole, like a worm that has crawled 
into the knot of a lotush-root, and is looking for a hole to creep 
out at. Now who was I going to accuse of thish wicked deed?[//c 
7'ceaUs sotnetlnnpr.] Oh, yesh! I remember. I was going to accuse 
poor Charudatta of thish wdeked deed. Beshides, he ’s poor. They ’ll 
believe anything about him. Good ! I ’ll go to the court-room and 
lodge a public complaint against Charudatta, how he shtrangled 
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N^asantasena {ind murdered lier. Sho now I in on my way to tlie 
court-room. [He xi'alks about and loofus ay'ound ///»/.] I lere is the 
court-room. 1 ’ll go in. [He enters and looks about.] VV'^ell, here are 
the sheats, all arranged, ^^’^hile 1 ’m waiting for the magishtrates, 
1 11 jusht sit down a minute on the grass. [He does a-o.] 

Beadle. [IV^alks about in another direetion, and looks before him.] 
Here come the magistrates. I will go to them. [He does ,vo.J 

[Hnt erthcjud^'C, aceompanied bp a ffild-xmrden.a clerk, and others.] 
Judge. Gild-waixlen and clerk! 

Crild-warden and Clerk. We await your bidding. 

Judge. A trial depends to such an e.\tent u|)on others that the task 
of the magistrates — the reading of anotlier’s thoughts- - is most 
difficult. 

* Men often speak of deeds that no man saw', 

Matters bes'ond the pi’ovince of the law'; 

Passion so rules the parties tliat their lies 
Hide their offenses from judicial eyes; 

'Hiis side anti that exaggerate a thing, 

I'ntil at last it implicates the king; 

'fo sum it up: false blame is easy won, 

\ true judge little praised, or praised by none.! 3 
And again: 

^Men often point to sins that no man saws 
And in their anger scorn the patient law'; 

In court-rooms even the righteous witli their lies 
" Hide their offenses from judicial eyes; 

And those wlio did the deed arc lost to view. 

Who sinned with plaintiff and defendant too; 

'fo sum it up : false blame is easy won, 

A true judge little praised, or praised by none. ' 4 

For the judge must be 

Learned, and skilled in tracing fraud’s sly' path. 

And eloquent, insensible to wrath; 
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To friend, foe, kinsman showing equal grace. 

Reserving judgment till he know the case; 

: 'Untouched by avarice, in virtue sound, 

The weak he must defend, the knave confound; 

An open door to truth, his heart must cling 
I'o others’ interests, yet shun each thing 
That might awake tlie anger of the king. 5 

Gild-xvarden and Clerk. And do men speak of defects in your 
virtue? If so, then they speak of darkness in the moonlight. 
Judffe. My good beadle, conduct me to the court-room. 

Beadle. Follow me, Your Honor. [Theij xm/k about. ^ Here is the 
court-room. May the magistrates be pleased to enter, [y/// enter.] 
Jud^e. My good beadle, do you go outside and learn who <lesires 
to present a case. 

Beadle. Yes, sir. [^He goes out.] CJentlemen, the magistrates ask if 
there is any here who desires to present a case. 

Sansthanaka. {Gleefullu.] The magishtrates are here. [^He struts 
about.] 1 desire to present a eashe, I, an arishtoerat, a man, a Va- 
sudeva, the royal brother-in-law, tlie brother-in-law of the king. 
Beadle, [/m alarm.] (ioodness! 'I'he king’s l)rother-in-law is tlie tii-st 
who desires to present a case. Well! Wait a moment, sir. I will in- 
form the magistrates at once. [He approaehes the magistrates.] (Gen- 
tlemen, here is the king’s brother-in-law who has come to court, 
desiring to present a case. 

J//r/jg<?.-' What! the king’s brother-in-law is the first who desires to 
present a case? liike an eclipse at sunrise, this betokens the ruin 
of some great man. Beadle, the court will doubtless be very busy 
to-day. (Go forth, my good man, and say “licave us for to-day. 
Your suit cannot be considered.” 

Beadle. Yes, Your Honor. [He goes out, and approaehes San- 
sthanaka.] Sir, the magistrates send word that you are to leave 
them for to-day; that your suit cannot be considered. 
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San.sthanaka. [JVrathfullif.'\ Confound it! A¥hy can’t iny shuit be 
con.shidercd ? If it is n’t conshidered, then I ’ll tell ray brother-in- 
law, King Palaka, ray shishter’s husband, and I ’ll tell my sbisbtor 
and my mother too, and 1 ’ll have thish judge removed, and an- 
other judge appointed. [ He starts to arcaij.] 

Bead/e. Oh, sir! llrother-in-law of the king! AVait a moment. 1 
will inform the magistrates at once. [He returns to the Judge.] 'I’he 
brother-in-law of the king is angi-y, and says — [He repeats San- 
slhanalms words. ] 

Judge. This fool might do anything. My good man, tell him to 
come hither, that his suit will be considered. 

Beadle. [Approaehlng Sansthanaka.] Sir, the magistrates send 
word that you are to come in, that your suit will be considered, 
Pi-ay enter, sir. 

Sansthanalca. Firsht they shay it won’t be conshidered, then they 
shay it will be conshidered. Tlie magishtrates are sheared. W'hat- 
ever I shay, I ’ll make ’em believe it. (iood! I ’ll enter. [He enters 
and approaehes the viagistrates.] I am feeling very well, thank you. 
Whether you feel well or not - that depends on me. 

Judge. [Aside.] Well, well! VV^c seem to have a highly cultivated 
plaintiff. [Aloud.] Pray be seated. 

Snnslhan(di'a. Well! Thish floor belongs to me. J ’ll sit down wher- 
ever I like. [To the gild-xmrden.] I ’ll sit here, [To the beadle.] 
Why should n't I sit here? [He lays his hand on the judge's head.] 
I ’ll sit here. [He sits down on the floor.] 

Judge. You desire to present a case? 

Sansthanakn. Of courshe. 

Judge. Then .state the case. 

Sa?isthanaka. I ’ll whishper it. I was born in the great family of 
a man as glorioush as a wine-glass. 

My father’s father of the king — in law; 

The king, he is my daddy’s son-in-law; 
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And I urn brother to the king in law; 

And the husband of my shishter is the king. 6 

Judi^T. All this we know. 

\Miy should you boast of this your noble birth? 

’T is eharacter that makes the man of worth ; 

Ilut thorns and weeds grow rank in fertile earth. 7 

State your case. 

Samfhanaka. I will, but even if I was guilty, he wouldn’t do 
anything to me. Well, my shishter ’s husband liked me, and gave 
me the besht garden there is, the old garden Piishpakaranda, to 
play in and look after. And there 1 go every day to look at it, to 
keep it dry, to keep it clean, to keep it blosshoming, to keep it 
trimmed. But fate decreed that I shaw — or rather, I didn’tA'/tee 
— the proshtrate body of a woman. 

Judge. Do you know who the unfortunate woman was ? 
Sansthanak'a. Hello, magishtrates! ^Vhy shouldn't 1 know? A 
w'oman like that! the pearl of the city! adorned with a hundred 
golden ornaments I Sliomebody’s unworthy shon enticed her into 
the old garden l*ushpakaranda when it was empty, and for a 
mere trifle — for her money! -shtrangled V^asantasena and killed, 
her. But 1 did n’t-- [//<’ brea/cs- off, and puts his hand over his 
mouth.'\ 

Judge. What carelessness on the part of the city police! Ciild- 
warden and clerk, write down the words “1 didn’t,” as the first 
article in the case. 

Clerk. Yes, sir. [He does .90.] Sir, it is written. 

Sansthanaku. [Aside.'] Goodnessh! Now T ’ve ruined myshelf, like 
a man that sh wallows a cake of rice and milk in a hurry. Well, 
1 ’ll get out of it thi.sh way. [Aloud.] VV^ell, well, magishtrates! I 
was jusht remarking that I did n't shee it happen. V^’^hat are you 
making thish hullabaloo about ? [He xdpes out the xvritten ivords 
xcith his foot.] ' 
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Judge. How do you know that she was strangled — and for her 
money? 

Sansthdnaka. Hello ! Why should n’t I think sho, Avhen her neck 
was shwollen and bare, and the places where you wear jewels 
did n’t have any gold on them? 

Gild-warden and Clcrli. That seems plausible. 

SanJlidnaka. [Aside.'\ Thank heaven! T breathe again. Hooray! 
Gild-xvardcn and Clerk. Upon whom does the conduct of this 
case depend? 

Judge. I'he case has a twofold aspect. 

Gild-warden and Clerk. How .so? 

Judge. We have to consider the allegations, then the facts. Now 
the investigation of tlie allegations depends upon plaintiff and de- 
fendant. lJut the investigation of the facts must be carried out by ■ 
the wisdom of the jurlge. 

Gild-xcarden and Clerk. Then the conduct of the (;ase depends 
upon the presence of Vasantasenii’s mother ? 

Judge. Precisely. JNI y good beadle, summon Vasantasena s mother, 
without, however, gi\ ing her cau.se for anxiety. 

•Beadle. \'es, ’\’’our Honor. \lle goes out. and returns with the 
mother of the courtezan.^ b'ollow me, madam. 

Mother. My daughter went to the house of a friend to enjoy her 

youth. Put now comes this gentleman- long life to him! — and 

says “Come! 'fhe judge summons you.” I find myself quite be- 
wildered. My heart is palpitating. Sir, will you conduct me to the 
court-room ? 

Beadle. Follow me, madam. [ Theif walk about. ^ Here is the court- 
room. Pray enter, madam. [^Jhey enter.'] 

Mother. \^./ipproaching.] Happiness be yours, most worthy gentle- 
men. 

Judge. My good woman, you are very welcome. Pray be seated. 
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Mother. Thank you. [^She seats hcj'self.^ 

Sansihanaka. [Abusivclif.^Y on ’re here, are you, you old bawd? 
Judge. Tell me. Are you Vasantaserias mother? *• 

Mother. I am. 

Judge. AVliither has Vasantasenii gone at this moment? ^ 
Mother. To the house of a friend. 

Judge. W^liat is the name of her friend? 

Mother. [Aside.^ Dear me! Really, this is very embarrassing. 
[A ioud.] Any one else might ask me this, but not a judge. 

Judge. Pray do not be embarrassed. The conduct of the case puts 
the question. 

Gdd-xenrden and Clerk. The conduct of the case puts the ques- 
tion. You incur no fault. Speak. 

Mother. What ! the conduct of the case ? If that is so, then lis- 
ten, worthy gentlemen. There lives in the merchants’ quarter the 
grandson of the merchant Vinayadatta, the son of Sagaradatta, 
a man whose name is a good omen in itself — that name is Cha- 
rudatta. In Iiis house my daughter enjoys her youth. 
Samihanaka. Did you hear that? Write those words down. My 
contention is with Chiirudatta. 

Gild-waj'den and Clerk. It is no sin for Charudatta to be her 
friend. 

Judge. The conduct of this case demands the presence of Charu- 
datta. 

G 'dd-ecarden and Clerk. Exactly. 

Judge. Dhanadatta, write as the first article in the case “ Vasanta- 
sena went to the house of ChiXrudatta.” But must we summon the 
worthy Charudatta also? No, the conduct of the case summons 
him. (Jo, my good beadle, summon Cdislrudatta, — but gently, with- 
out haste, without giving him cause for anxiety, respectfully, as it 
were incidentally, — with the words “The judge wishes to see you,” 
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Beadle. Yes, Your Honor. \^IIe goes out, then t'eturns uith Charu- 
datta.^ Follow irie, sir. 

Charudatta. [ ThoiightJullij.'\ 

My character and kin are known 
Unto the king who rules our state; 

And in this summons there is shown 

A doubt begotten of my wretched fate. 8 

[Rcjlectively. Aside.] 

Ah! Were there those, the man to recognize 
Who met me on the rojid, from bondage freed? 

Or did the king, who sees through cunning spies, 

I^earn that my cart was lent him in his need ? 

VV^hy should 1 else be forced to tread the street. 

Take one accused of crime, my judge to meet ? 9 

But why consider thus? 1 must go to the court-room. My good 
beadle, conduct me to the court. 

Beadle. Follow me, sir. [They walk about.] 

Charudatta. lApimdu’uswely.] And what means this? 

Hear how the gloomy raven hoarsely croaks; 

The slaves of justice summon me again; 

My left eye twitches; these repeated strokes 

Of threatened evil frighten me and pain. 10 

Beadle. Follow me, sir, gently and without haste. 

Charudatta. [JValks ahoul and looks before him.] 

Upon the withered tree, a crow 
Turns to the sun; 

His left eye falls on me. Ah, woe! 

My doubt is done. 11 

\^He looks in another direct ion.] But see! a snake! 

His eye is fixed upon me; and his back 
Hashes like antimony’s lustrous black; 
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His long tongue quivers; four white fangs appear; 

His belly swells and coils. He slumbered hex’e, 

This prince of serpents, till I crossed his path, 

And now he darts upon me in his wrath. 12 

And more than this: 

1 slip, although the ground has felt no rain ; 

My left eye, and my left arm throb again; 

Another bird is screaming overhead; 

All bodes a cruel death, and hope is fled. 13 

Surely, the gods will grant that all may yet be well. 

Jieadlc. Follow me, sir. Here is the court-room. Pray enter. 
C/iarudutta. [A'/z/c/’.v and looLs about, ^ How wonderfully splendid 
is the court-room, b'or it seems an ocean, 

; < V VVliose waters are the king’s advisers, deep 

In thought; as waves and shells it seems to keep 
The attorneys; and as sliarks and crocodiles 
It has its spies that stand in Availing files; 

Its elephants and horses’ represent 
The cruel ocean-fisli on murder bent; 

As if with herons of the sea, it shines 
With scrcanxing pettifoggers’ numerous lines; 

M’hile in tlie guise of serpents, scribes are creeping 
Upon its statecraft-trodden shore: the court 
The likeness of an ocean still is keeping, 

To which all harmful-cruel beasts resort. 14 

Come! [As he enters, he stnh'cs his head against the door. Reflec- 
tively.'] Alas! This also? 

My left eye throbs; a raven cries; 

A serpent coils athwart my path. 

My safety now with heaven lies. 1 5 

But 1 must enter. [He does a'o.] 

1 Elephants were employed as executiom?rs ; and, according to Lall^ikshita, the horses served 
the .same purpose. 
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Judge. This is Charudatta. 

A countenance like l»is, with clear-cut nose. 

Whose great, wide-opened eye frank candor shows, 

Is not the home of wantonness; 

With elephants, with horses, and with kine. 

The outer form is inner habit’s sign; 

With men no less. 16 

Chlirudatta. My greetings to the officers of justice. Officials, I sa- 
lute you. 

Judge. {lictraying his agitaikm.~\ ^^ou are very welcome, sir. My 
good beadle, give the gentleman a seat. 

Beadle. {^Brings a seat.] Here is a seat, f^ray be seated, sir. ICharu- 
datta seats himself.] 

Sansthana/m. [yl ugriJij.] You ’re here, are you, you woman-mur- 
derer? Well! Thish is a fine trial, thish is a jusht trial, where they 
give a sheat to thish woman -murderer. [Haaghtilij.] Hut it's all 
right. They can give it to liim. 

Judge. Charudatta, have you any attaeliment, or affection, or 
friendship, with this lady’s daughter? 

Charudatta. What lady? 

Judge. 'Ibis lady. [He iudicatcs fkisautaseuas mother.] 
Charudatta. [Kising.] Madam, 1 salute you. 

Mother. liong life to you, rny son! [^/avV/c.] So this is Charudatta. 
My daughter’s youth is in good hands. 

Judge. Sir, is the courtezan your friend ? [Charudatta betrays his 
enibarra.mucnt.] 

Sansthanaka. He tries to hide the deed he did ; 

He 1 ies, from shame or fear; 

He murdered her, of her got i-id 
For gold, and thinks the deed is hid; 

Not sho his mashter here. 


17 
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Gild-rvarden and Clerk. Speak, Chilrudatta. Do not be ashamed. 
This is a lawsuit. 

Charudatta. [In embarrassment.] Officials, how can 1 testify that 
a courtezan is my friend ? Hut at worst, it is youth that bears the 
blame, not character. 

Judge. The case is hard ; then banish shame, 

'riiough it oppress your heart; 

Speak truth with fortitude, and aim 

To set deceit apart. 18 

Do not be embarrassed. The conduct of the case puts the question. 
Cliarndaita. Officer, witli whom have 1 a lawsuit? 

Sunsthanaka. [Arrogantly.] With me! 

Charudatta. A lawsuit with you is unendurable! 

Saristhanaka. Well, well, woman-murderer! ^'ou murder a woman 
like V’asantasena who used to wear a hundred gems, and now you 
try deceitful deceivings to hide it! 

Charudatta. You are a fool. 

Judge. Enough of him, good Clulrudatta. Speak the truth. Is the 
courtezan your friend? 

Charudatta. She is. 

Judge. Sir, where is Vasantasena? 

Charudatta. She has gone home. 

Gdd-xearden and Clerk. How did she go? A\’^hen did she go? \A^ho 
accompanied her? 

Charndatta. [Aside.] Shall 1 say that she went unobserved? 
Gild-warden and Clerk. Speak, sir. 

Charudatta. She went home. What more shall I say? 
Sansthraadca. She was enticed into my old garden I’ushpakaranda, 
and was shtrangled for her money. Now will you shay that she 
w'ent home? 

Charudatta. Man, you are crazy. 
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The very clouds of heaven wet not you ; 

Your lips are like the blue-jay’s wing-tip worn, 

Yes, full as fickle with their speeeh untrue, ;; -> 

And like the winter lotus lustre-lorn. 19 

Judge, \yldde. ] 

Take the Himalayan hills within your hand. 

And swim from ocean strand to ocean strand. 

And hold within your grasp the fleeting wind: 

Then may you tlnnk that Chilrudatta sinned. 20 

[Ahmd.^ This is the noble Charudatta. How could he commit 
this crime? [He repeat h the ver.se “A countenance like his:” 

74 /.] 

Samthanaka. Wdiy thish partiality in a lawshuit? 

Judge. Away, you fool! 

Illiterate, you gloss the Sacred Ijaw, 

And still your tongue uninjured find ? 

The midday sun with steatlfast eye you saw, 

And are not sti’aightway stricken blind? 

You thrust your hand into the blazing fire, 

And draw it forth, unseatlied and sound? 

Drag (’hilrudatta’s virtue in the mire, 

Nor sink beneatli this yawning ground? 21 

How could the noble C’liarudatta commit a crime ? 

Of all the riches of the mighty sea 

Only the swelling waters now are left, 

IJeeause, without consideration, he 

For others’ good — himself of all has reft. 

Aiul should this high-souled man, this store-house where 
All gems of virtue gather and unite. 

For lucre’s sake, so foul a trespass dare 

That in it even his foe could not delight ? 22 

Mother. You scoundrel! When the golden casket that was left 



144 


ACT THE NINTH 


lllT.lbS. 


with him as a pledge was stolen by thieves at night, he gave in 
place of it a pearl necklace that was the pride of the four seas. 
And he should now, for a mere trifle — for her money!— do this 
sin? Oh, my child, come back to me, my daughter! [A/zf weeps.] 
Judge. Noble Charudatte, did she go on foot, or in a bullock- 
cart? 

Charudutta. 1 did not see her when she went. Therefore I do not 
know whether she went on foot, or in a bullock -cart. 

[/iV/Yer I’^lraka, in anger.] 
rirakn. My anger was so prodded to the quick 
lly that dishonoring, insulting kick, 
iVnd so 1 brooded, till at last the night 
Unwilling yielded to the dawning light. 23 

So now I will go to the court-room. {He enters.] May happiness 
be the lot of these honorable gentlemen. 

Judge. Ah, it is \’^iraka, the captain of the guard. \^Traka, what 
is the purpose of your coming? 

Viraka. VV’^ell! 1 was looking for Aryaka, in all the excitement 
about his escape from prison. I liad my suspicions about a covered 
bullock-cart that was coming, and wanted to look in. “^'ou’ve 
made one inspection, man, I must make another,” said I, and then 
I was kicked by the highly respectable Chaiidanaka. You have 
heard the matter, gentlemen. 'I''he rest is your affair. 

Judge. My good man, do you know to whom the bullock-cart 
belonged ? 

Viraka. To this gentleman here, Charudatta. And the driver said 
that Vasantasenil was in it, and was on her way to have a good 
time in the old garden l*ushpakaranda. 

SanstJumaka. I >ishten to that, too ! 

Judge. I’his moon, alas, though spotless-bright, 

Is now eclipsed, and robbed of light; 



P. 


THE TRIAL 


145 


The bank is fallen; the waves appear 

Befouled, that once were bl ight and clear. 24 

Viraka, we will investigate your case here later. Mount the liorse 
that stands before the court- room door, go to the garden Push- 
pakaranda, and see whether a woman has perished there or not. 
Viraka. Yes, sir. [He goes out, then returns.'\ I have been there. 
And I saw the body of a woman, torn by wild beasts. 
Gild-zvarden and Clerk. How do you know that it was the body 
of a woman ? 

Viraka. That 1 perceiA'ed from the traces of hair and arms and 
hands and feet. 

Judge. Alas for the difficulties which are caused by the actions 
of men! 

The more one may apply his skill, 

Tlie liJirder is the matter still ; 

Plain are indeed the law’s demands, 

Yet judgment insecurely stands 
As some poor cow on shifting sands. 2,5 

ChUrudatta . [y/ side. ] 

As bees, when flowers begin to blow, 

Gather to sip the honey, so 

When man is marked by adverse fate. 

Misfortunes enter every gate. 20 

Judge. Noble Charudatta, speak truth! 

Charudatta. A mean and jealous creature, passion-blind. 

Sets all his soul, some fatal means to find 
To slay the man he envies ; sliall his lies 
By evil nature prompted, win the prize/ 

No! he is unregarded by the wise. 27 

And more than this: 

The creeper’s beauty would I never blight, 

Nor pluck its flowers; should I not be afraid 
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To seize her hair so lovely-long, and bright 

As wings of bees, and slay a weeping maid? 28 

Sansthanaka. Hello, magishtrates! How can you inveshtigate the 
cashe with sueli partiality? Why, even now you let thish shcoun- 
drel Charudatta sht.ay on his sheat. 

Judge. My good beadle, so be it. [IVie beadle folloivs Sansthu,- 
naka’s suggestion.] 

Cl/arudatla. Consider, magistrates, consider what you are doing! 
[He leaves Ins seat, aud sits on the floor.] 

Sansthanaka. [^Dancing about gleeftdly. Aside.] Fine! The shin 
that I did foils on another man’s head. Sho I ’ll sit where Charu- 
. datta was. [//e' does .vo.] Ijook at me, Charudatta, and confessh 
that you murdered her. 

Charudatta. INIagistrates ! 

A mean and jealous ereature, passion-blind. 

Sets all his soul, some fatal means to find 
To slay the man lie envies; shall his lies. 

By evil nature prompted, win the prize? 

No! he is unregarded by the wise. (27) 

[Sighing, yiside.] 

My friend Maitreya ! Ob, this cruel blow ! 

My wife, thou issue of a .spotless strain! 

My Rohasena! Here am 1, laid low 
By sternest late; and thou, thou do.st not know 
I'liat all thy childi.sh games are played in vain. 

Thou playest, heedless of another’s pain ! 29 

But Maitreya I sent to Vasantasena, that he might bring me tid- 
ings of her, and might restore the jewels which she gave my child, 
to buy him a toy cart. Why then does he linger? 

[Knter Maitreya with the gems.] 

Maitreya. Charudatta bade me go to Vasantasena, to return her 
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jewels, and he said to me: “Maitreya, Vasantasena adorned my 
dear Rohasena with her own jewels, and sent him thus to his 
mother. It was fitting that she should give him the jewels, but 
not that we should receive them. Therefore restore them to her.” 
So now I will go to Vasantasenas house. [lie xvalks about and 
looks around, then speaks to a person behind the seenesJ\ All, it is 
Master Rebhila. Oh, Master Rebhila, why do you seem so ex- 
ceedingly troubled? [He listens.^ What! do you mean to say that 
my dear friend Charudatta has been summoned to court? That 
can hardly be an insignificant matter. [He rijleclsJ] I will go to 
Vasantasena’s liouse later, but now I will go to the court-room. 
[He xealks about and looks around.^ Here is the court-room. I will 
go in at once. [He enters.'] May liappiness be the lot of the magis- 
trates. Where is my friend? 

Judge. Here. 

Maitreya. My friend, I wish you happiness. 

Charudatla. It will be mine. 

Maitreya. And peaee. 

Charudatta. 'Fhat too will be mine. 

Maitreya. My friend, why ilo you seem so exeeedingly troubled ? 
And why were you summoned? 

Charudatta, My friend, 

A scoundrel I, who bear the blame, 

^^or seek in heaven to be blest; 

A maid— or goddess — ’t is the same — 

Hut he will say the rest. 30 

Maitreya. What ? what ? 

Charudatta. [Whispers.] That is it. 

Maitreya. Who says that? 

Charudatta. [Indicating Sansthanaka.] This poor fellow is the in- 
strument that fate uses to accuse me. 
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3Iaitreya. \^jisidc to Charudattai] Why don’t you simply say that 
she went home? 

Charndatta. 'riiough I say it, it is not believed, so unfortunate is 
my condition. 

Maitrcya. But gentlemen! He adorned the city of Ujjayini with 
mansions, cloisters, parks, temples, pools, and fountains, and he 
should be mad enough to commit such a crime — and for a mere 
trifle? [JVraihJ'ullyJ] V^ou offspring of a loose wench, you brother- 
in-law of the king, Sansthanaka, you libertine, you slanderer, you 
buffoon, you gilded monkey, say it before me I I'his friend of mine 
docs n’t even draw a flowering jasmine creeper to himself, to ga- 
ther the blossoms, for fear that a twig might perhaps be injured. 
How should he commit a crime like tliis, whi(;h heaven and earth 
call acciirsM? Just wait, you son of a bawd! Wait till 1 split your 
head into a hundred pieces with this staff of mine, as crooked as 
your heart. 

Sansthmudea. Lishten to that, gentlemen! I have a 

quarrel, or a lawshuit, with Charndatta. What right lias a man 
with a pate that looks like a (*arct, to shplit my head into a hun- 
dred pieces? Not much! You confounded rashcal ! [Maitteya I'am'n 
his staff' and repeats his xvords. Seinstfuinaka tises anffri/y and strikes 
him. Maitreya strikes back. Dur'tn^ the seuff/e the jeieels fall from 
Maitreya\s girdle. J 

Sansthanaka. {P'leks up thejexeels and exanunes them. Ikveitedly.'] 
Hook, gentlemen, look! These are the poor girl’s jewels! \^Pointing 
to Ch€trudatta.~\ For a trifle like thish he murdered her, and killed 
her too. [7V/c rnag'isti'ates all bote their heads.] 

Chai'udatta. [Aside to Ma'itreya.] 

’J' is thus my fate would vent its gall. 

That at tins moment they should fall, 

These gems — and with them, I. 31 

Maitrcya. But why don’t you simply tell the truth? 
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Charudatta. My friend, 

The king perceives with blinded eye. 

Nor on the truth that eye will bend; 

Though telling all, I cannot fly 

A wretched and inglorious end, 32 

Judge. Alas! Alas! 

With Mars strives Jupiter, and dies; 

Beside them both there seems to rise 
A comet-planet * in the skies. 33 

Gild-warden and Clerk. [Lookhig at the ca,sket. To VasantetMiias 
tnoiher.^ Ma<lam, {)ray examine this golden casket attentively, to 
see whether it be the same or not. 

Mother. {Jlimmining the casket.] It is similar, but not the same. 
Sansthanaka. Oh, you old bawd ! You eonfessh it with your eyes, 
and deny it with your lips. 

Mother. Away, you scoundrel! 

Gild-wa7'den and Clerk. Speak carefully. Is it the same or not? 
Mother. Sir, tlie craftsman’s skill captivates the eye. But it is not ■ 
the same. 

Judge. My good woman, do you know these jewels? 

Mother. No, I said. No! I don’t recognize them; but perhaps they * 
were made by the same craftsman. 

Judge. Oild-Avarden, see! 

Clems often seem alike in many ways. 

When the artist’s mind on form and beauty plays; 

For craftsmen imitate wliat they have seen. 

And skilful hands remake what once has bijen. 34 

Gild-xvai'den and Clerk. Do these jewels belong to Clharudatta? 
Charudatta. N ever ! 

Gild-warden and Clerk. To whom then? 


^ This refers to the fallen jewels. 
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Charudatta. To this lady’s daugliter. 

Gild-ivarden and Cleric. How did she lose them? 

Cfiarudatta. Slie lost them. Yes, so much is true. 

Gdd-xmrdcn and Clerk. Charudatta, speak the truth in this mat- 
ter. For you must remember. 

Truth brings well-being in its train; 

Through speaking truth, no evils rise; i L 
Truth, precious syllable! — Refrain 

From hiding truth in lies. 35 

CJiariidatta. ’I'he jewels, the jewels! I do not know. But I do know 
that they were taken from my house. 

Sansthanaka. Firsht you take her into the garden and murder 
her. And now you liide it by tricky trickinessh. 

^ Noble Charudatta, speak the truth! 

Merciless lashes wait to smite ^ 

'Phis moment on thy tender flesh ; s 
And we — we can but think it right. [l 3(1 

Chd.rudalta. Of sinless sires I boast my birth, 

And sin in me was never found; 

Yet if suspicion taints my woi th. 

What boots it though my heart be sound? 37 
[A.side.'l And yet I know not what to do with life, so I be robbed 
of Vasantasena. [Aloud.] Ah, why waste words? 

A scoundrel I, who bear the blame. 

Nor think of earth, nor heaven blest; 

I'hat sweetest maid, in passion’s flame - - 

But he will say the rest. 38 

SanMhanaka. Killed her! Come, you shay it too. “1 killed lier.” 
Charudaitn. You have said it. 

Sansthanaka. liishten, my mashters, lishten! He murdered her! No 
one but him ! Doubt is over. Let punishment be inflicted on the 
body of thish poor Charudatta. 
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Judge. Beadle, we must do as the king’s brother-in-law says. 
Guardsmen, lay hold on this Charudatta. [The guard.smcn do .so.] 
Mother. Be merciful, good gentlemen, be merciful! [She rejn’ats 
what she had said before, beginning When the golden casket:” 
'page IJfS.'] If my daughter is killed, .she is killed. Let him live for 
me — bless him! And besides, a lawsuit is a matter between plain- 
tiff and defendant. I am the real plaintiff. So let him go free ! 
Sansthanaka. You shlave, get out of the way ! What have you got 
to shay about him ? 

Judge. Go, madam. Guardsmen, conduct her forth. 

Mother. Oh, my child, my .son! [Exit weejnng. 

Sansthanaka. [Aside.] I ’ve done shomething worthy of myshelf. 
Now J ’ll go. [Exit. 

JudgeJ^ohle Charudatta, the decision lies with us, but the rest 
depends on the king. And yet, beadle, let King Piilaka be reminded 
of this : 

The Brahman who has sinned, our laws declare. 

May not be slain, but banished from the realm, 

And with his wealth entire abroad may fare. flO 

Beadle. Yes, Your Honor. [He goes out, then relmters in tcai.s.] 
Oh, sirs, 1 was with the king. And King lYilaka says: “Inasmuch 
as he killed Vasantasena for such a trifle, these same jewels shall 
be hung about his neck, the drum shall be beaten, he shall be con- 
ducted to the southern burying-ground, and there impaled.” And 
whoever else shall commit such a crime, shall be punished with 
the like dreadful doom. 

Charudatta. Oh, liow wanton is this act of King Palaka! Never- 
theless, 

Although his counselloi’S may plunge a king 
Into injustice’ dangers great. 

Yet he will reap the woe and suffering; 

And tis a righteous fate. 

And more than this: 


40 
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They who pervert the king’s true bent, 

The white crow’s part wlio play, 

Have slain their thousands innocent, 

And slay, and .slay, and slay. 41 

My friend Maitreya, go, greet the mother of my son in my name 
for the last time. And keep my son Rohasena free from harm. 
Maih'cya. VV^hen the root is cut away, how can the tree be saved ? 
Charudutta. No, not so. 

When man departs to worlds above, 

In living son yet liveth he; 

Bestow on Rohasena love 

No less than that thou gavest me. 42 

MaHreifa, Oh, my friend ! I will prove myself your friend by con- 
tinuing the life that you leave unfinished, 

Ckanidutta. And let me see Rohasena for a single moment. 
Maitreya. I will. It is but fitting. 

Judge. My good beadle, remove this man. [ The beadle does ,yo.] 
Who is there? Let the headsmen receive their orders. {The guards- 
men loose their hold on Charudxitta, and all of them, go outi] 
Beadle. Come with me, sir, 

Chariidatta. [Mournfully repeats the verse, jMge 140, beginning 
“My friend Maitreya!” Then, as if speaking to one not present.] 

If you had proved my conduct by the fire. 

By water, poison, scales, and thus had known 
That I deserved that saws should bite my bone, 

My Brahman’s frame, more could I not desire. 

Y^ou trust a foeman, slay me thus { ’T is w'ell. 

With sons, and sons’ sons, now you plunge to hell! 43 
I come! I come! [Exeunt omnes. 
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{Knter Charudatta, accompanied by two headsmen.'\ 

Headsmeiu ^ | ^HEN think no longer of llie pain; 

X. In just a second you ’ll be slain. 

We understand the fashions new 
I’o fetter you and kill you too. 

In chopping heads we never fail. 

Nor when the victim we impale. 1 

Out of the way, gentlemen, out of the way! This is the noble 
Charudatta. 

The oleander on his brow, 

In headsmen’s hands you see him now; 

Like a lamp whose oil runs nearly dry, 

His light fades gently, ere it die. 2 

Chdnidatta. \Crloom'dy,~\ 

My body wet by tear-drops falling, falling; 

My limbs polluted by the clinging mud; 

Flowers from the graveyard torn, my wreath appalling; 
h'or ghastly sacrifice hoarse ravens calling. 

And for the fragi'ant incense of my blood. S 

Headsmen. Out of the way, gentlemen, out of the way ! 

M'^hy gaze upon the g(X)d man so ? 

The ax of death soon lays him low. 

Yet good men once sought shelter free, 

Tdke birds, upon this kindly tree. 4 

Come, Charudatta, come! 

Charudatta. Incalculable are the ways of human destiny, that I 
am come to such a plight! 

Red marks of hands in sandal paste 
O’er all my body hav’^e been placed; 
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The man, with meal and powder strewn. 

Is now to beast of offering grown. 5 

\^He gazes intenthf bej'ore him.^ Alas for human differences! 

[ MonrnJ'nUy. ] 

For when they see the fate that 1 must brave, 

Witli tears for death’s poor victim freely given, 

’'I'he citizt'ns cry “shame,” yet cannot save,- - 

Can only pray that I attain to heaven. 6 

Headsmen. Out of the way, gentlemen, out of the way! Why do 
you gaze upon him ? 

God Indra moving through the sky,^ 

'fhe calving cow, the falling star, 

'fhe g(X)d man when lie needs must die, — 

I'hese four behold not from afar. 7 

Go/ui. Eook, Ahinta! Eook, man! 

While he, of citizens the best. 

Goes to his death at fate’s behest. 

Does heaven thus weep that he must die ? 

Does lightning paint the cloudless sky ? 8 

Ahinta. Goha, man. 

The heaven weeps not that he must die. 

Nor lightning paints the cloudless sky; 

Vet .streams are falling con.stantly 

From many a woman’s clouded eye. 9 

And again: 

While this poor victim to his death is led, 

No man nor woman here but sorely weeps; 

And so the dust, by countless tear-drops fed, 

I’hus peacefully upon the highway sleeps. 10 

Charudatta. [Gazes intently. Mmirnfnlly.'\ 

'fhese women, in their palaces who stay. 

From half-shut windows peering, thus lament, 

1 That is, th(r lightning. 
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“Alas for Chanidatta! Woe the day!” 

And pity-streaming eyes on me are bent. 1 1 

Headsmen. Come, Chanidatta, come! Here is the place of procla- 
mation. Heat the drum and proclaim the sentence. 

Idsten, good people, listen! 'Phis is the noble Chanidatta, son 
of Sagaradatta, and grand.son of the merchant ^'inayadatta. This 
malefactor enticed the courtezan Vasantascnii into the deserted 
old garden Pushpakaranda, and for a mere triHe murdered her by 
strangling. He was taken with the booty, and confessed his guilt. 
Therefore are we under orders from King Palakato execute him. 
And if any other commit such a crime, accursed in this world and 
the next, him too King Pillaka condemns to the like punishment. 
Churudatfa. [^Despoudentlii. Aside. ] 
lly hundred sacrifices purilied, 

My radiant name 

Was once proclaimed by countless altars’ side. 

And knew no blame. 

Now comes my hour of death, and evil men 
Of baser fame 

In pulilic spots proidaim it once again. 

But linked with shame. 12 

[//t* looliS up and stops his (Y/7\v.] V'^asantasena ! Oh, my beloved! 
From thy dear lips, that vied with coral’s red. 

Betraying teetli more bright than moonbeams fair, 

My soul with heaven’s nectar once was fc'd. 

How can I, helpless, taste that poison dread, 

'I'o drink shame’s poisoned cup how can I bear? 13 
Headsmen. Out of the way, gentlemen, out of the way ! 

This treasure-house, with pearls of virtue stored, 

This bridge for good men o’er misfortune’s river. 

This gem now robbed of all its golden hoard. 

Departs our town to-day, departs forever. 

And again: 


14 
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Whom fortune favors, find 
That all the world is kind ; 

Whose happy days are ended. 

Are rarely thus befriended. 15 

CMrudatta. [Looks about Mm.] 

Their faces with their garments’ hem now hiding. 

They stand afar, whom onee I counted friends: 

Even foes have smiles for men with Fortune biding; 

liut friends prove faithless when good fortune ends. 16 
Headsmen. They are out of the way. ’J'he street is cleared. Lead 
on the condemned criminal. 

Charudatta. [Sighin}i;.] 

My friend Maitreya! Oh, this cruel blow! 

My wife, thou issue of a spotless strain! 

My liohasena! Here am I, laid low 
By sternest fate; and thou, thou dost not know 
’fhat all thy childish games are played in vain. 

’Phou playest, heedless of another’s pain! (ix. 29) 

Voices hcMnd the scenes. My father! Oh, my friend! 

Charudatta. [Listens. MournJulhj.] You are a leader in your o^vn 
caste. I would beg a favor at your hands. 

Headsmen. P’roin our hands yon would receive a favor? 
Charudatta. Heaven forbid ! A"et a headsman is neither so wanton 
nor .so cruel as King I’alaka. That I may be happy in the other 
Avorld, I ask to see the face of my son. 

Headsmen. So be it. 

A voice behind the scenes. My father! oh, my father! [Charudatta 
hears the imrds, and mournfuUij repeats his re(piest.] 

Headsmen. Citizens, make way a moment. Let the noble Charu- 
datta look upon the face of his son. [Turning to the hack of the 
stage.] I'his way, sir! Come on, little boy! 
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\JKntcr Maitreya, xvith Rohasena.^ 

Maitreya. Make haste, my boy, make haste! Your father is being 
led to his death. 

Rohasena. My father! oh, my father! 

Maitreya. Oh, my friend! Where must I lieliold you now? 
ChUrudatta. [Perceives fm son and kis friend.] Alas, my son! Alas, 
Maitreya! [Mourn. fully.] Ah, woe is me! 

Long, too long, shall I thirst in vain 
Through all my sojourn dread; 

This vessel * small will not contain 

The water for the dead. 17 

What may I give my son? [He looks at him. self, and perceives the 
.sacrificial cord.] vVh, this at least is mine. 

I’he precious cord that llrahmans hold 
Is unadorned with pearls and gold; 

Yet, girt therewith, they sacrifice 
To gods above and fathers^ old. 18 

[He pd'^’es Rohasena the cord.] 

Goha. Come, Charudatta! Come, man! 

Ahlnta. Man, do you name the noble Chiirudatta’s name, and for- 
get the title? Remember: 

In happy hours, in death, by night, by day. 

Roving as free as a yet unbroken colt. 

Fate wanders on her unrestricted way. 19 

And again: 

I^ife will depart his body soon; 

Shall our reproaches bow his head ? 

Although eclipse may seize the moon. 

We worship while it seems but dead. 20 

Rohasena. Oh, headsmen, where are you leading my father? 

’ Rohasena is himself eonoeivcd as the reeeptaele of the water which a .son must pour as a 
drill k-olTering to his dead father. 2 Manes or spirits oi the blessed dead. 
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C/iarwIatta. My darling, 

About niv neck I needs must wear 
The oleander- wreath ; 

Upon my slioulder 1 must bear 
Tiic stake, and in my heart the care 
Of near-approaeliing death. 

1 go to-day to meet a dastard’s ending, 

A victim, at the fatal altar bending. 21 

Goha. My boy. 

Not w e the headsmen are. 

Though born of headsman race; 

Thy fatlier’s life who mar. 

These, these are headsmen base. 22 

Rokasena. Then why do you murder my father? 

Goka. Bless you, ’t is tlie king’s orders must bear the blame, not we. 
Rohascna. Kill me, and let father go free. 

Goha. Bless you, may you live long for saying thatl 
Char'udatta. [Tenrfnlhf cmbrncmg his .so;/.] 

This treasure -love — this taste of heaven. 

To rich and poor alike is given; 

'I’han sandal better, or than balm. 

To soothe the heart and give it calm. 28 

Alx)ut my Tieck I needs must wear 
The oleander- wreath. 

Upon my shoulder 1 must bear 
llie stake, and in ray heart the care 
Of near-approaching death. 

I go to-day to meet a dastard’s ending, 

A vietiin, at the fatal altar bending. (21 ) 

[.He lookf! about. Asklc.^ 

'Fheir faces with their garments’ hem now hiding. 

They stand afar, wdiom once 1 counted friends: 
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Even foes have smiles (1(5) 

Maitreya. My good men, let my dear friend Charudatta go free, 
and kill me instead. 

Charudatta. Heaven forbid! [He looks about. Aside.^ Now 1 un- 
derstand. 

for men with Fortune biding; 

But friends prove faithless when good fortune ends. (16) 
[y//ow(/.] These women, in their palaces who stay. 

From half-shut windows peering, thus lament, 
“Alas for Charudatta! Woe the day!” 

And pity -streaming eyes on me are bent. (11) 

Gohu. Out of the way, gentlemen, out of the way! 

WMiy gaze upon the good man so. 

When shame his living liope lays low? 

The cord was broken at the well. 

Arid down the golden pitcher fell. 24> 

Charudatta. [71/ ournfuUy. ] 

From thy dear lips, that vied with coral’s red. 

Betraying teeth more bright than moonbeams fair, 
My soul with heaven’s nectar once was fed. 

How can I, helpless, taste that poison dread, 

'I'o drink shame’s poisoned cup how can I bear? (13) 

Ahlnta. Proclaim the sentence again, man. [Goha docs .yo.] 

Charud. So lowly fallen ! till shame my virtues blur. 

Till such an ending seem not loss, but gain! 

Yet o’er ray heart there creeps ji saddening pain. 

To hear tliem cry abroad “ Voji murdered her/" 25 

ll^Jnter St hdimraka, fettered, in the palace /ower.] 
Sthavaraka. [After listening to the proelaviution. In distress.~\ 
What! the innocent Charudatta is being put to death? Anti my 
master has thrown me into chains! Well, 1 must shout to them. 
— lasten, good gentlemen, listen! It was 1, wretch that 1 am, who 
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carried V^asantasena to the old garden Pushpakaranda, because 
she mistook my bullock-cart for another. And then my master, 
Sansthanaka, found that she would not love him, and it was he, 
not this gentleman, who murdered her by strangling. — Hut they 
are so far away that no one hears me. What shall I do? Shall 1 cast 
myself down ? \_He rc^lects.'\ If 1 do, then the noble Charudatta 
will not be put to death. Yes, through this broken window I will 
throw myself down from the palace tower. Hetter that I should 
meet my end, than that the noble Charudatta should perish, this 
tree of life for noble youths. And if I die in such a cause, 1 have 
attained heaven. [.He throics himself damn.] VV^onderful! 1 did not 
meet iny end, and my fetters are broken. So 1 will follow the 
sound of the headsmen’s voices. [He discovers the headsmen, and 
hastens forivard.] Headsmen, headsmen, make way! 

Headsmen. For whom shall we make way? 

Sfhrivaraka. Listen, good gentlemen, listen! It was I, wretch that 
I am, who carried Vasantasena to the old garden Pushpakaranda, 
because she mistook my b\iliock-cart for another. And tlien my 
master, Sansthanaka, found that she would not love liim, and it 
Avas he, not this gentleman, who murdered her by strangling. 
Charudatta. Thank heaven! 

Hut who thus gladdens this my late.st morn. 

When in Time’s snare I struggle all forlorn, 

A streaming cloud above the rainless corn ? 26 

Listen! do you hear what I say ? 

Death have 1 never feared, but blackened fame; 

My death were welconje, coming free Irorn shame, 

As were a son, new-lwrn to bear my name. 27 

And again: 

That small, weak fool, whom I ha\"e never hated. 
Stained me with sin Avherewith himself was mated, 

An arrow, Avith most deadly poison baited. 

Headsmen, .^ire you telling the truth, Sthavaraka? 


28 
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Sthavaraka. 1 am. And to keep me from telling anybody, lie cast 
me into chains, and imprisoned me in the tower of his palace. 

[Knter Sansthanaka,'] 

Sansthanaka. 

I ate a shour and bitter dish 

Of meat and herbs and shoup and fish; 

I tried at home my tongue to tickle 

With rice-cakes plain, and rice with treacle. 29 

[lie listens'.^ The headsmen’s voices! They shoimd like a broken 
brass cymbal. I hear the music of the fatal drum and the kettle- 
drums, and sho 1 shuppose that that poor man. Churudatta, is 
being led to the place of execution. I musht go and slice it. It is 
a great delight to shee my enemy die. Ileshides, I 've heard that 
a man who shees his enemy being killed, is sure not to have shore 
eyes in his next birth. I acted like a worm that had crept into the 
knot of a lotush-root. 1 looked for a hole to crawl out Jit, and 
brought about the death of thisli poor man, (’hai udatta. Now I ’ll 
climb up the tower of my own palace, and have a look at my 
own heroic deeds. [lie does so and looks ahoui.\ W’onderful what 
a crowd there is, to shee that poor man led to his death! What 
would it be when an arishtocrat, a big man like me, was being 
led to his death? [He ^azes.^ Look! There he goes toward the 
shouth, adorned like a young shteer. But why was the proclama- 
tion made near my palace tow^er, and ivliy was it shtopped ? [He 
looks about.] Why, my shlave Stliavaraka is gone, too. I ho))e he 
has n't run away and betrayed the shecret. I muslit go and look for 
him. [He deseends and. approaches the eroxed.] 

Sthmueraka. [lyiseoim's hhn.] ’riiere he comes, good masters! 
Headsmen. Give way! Make room! iVnd shut the door! 

Be silent, and say nothing more! 

Here comes a mad bull through the press. 

Whose horns are sharp with w'ickedness. 30 
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Samthrmaka. Come, come, make way ! [He approaches.^] Sthava- 
raka, my little shon, my shlave, come, let ’s go home. 

Sthavaraka. It^ou scoundrel ! Are you not content with the murder 
of Vasantascna? Must you try now to murder the noble Charu- 
datta, that tree of life to all who loved him? 

Sansthanaka. I am beautiful as a pot of jewels. I kill no woman ! 
linstandcrs. Oho! you murdered her, not the noble Charudatta. 
Sansthanaka. Who shays that? 

liystandiTs. [Pointing to Silnrcaraka.] 'riiis honest man. 
Sansthanaka. [Fearfully. Aside.] Merciful heavens! Why did n’t 
I chain that shlave Sthiivaraka lasht ? AVhy, he was a witnessh of 
my crime. [He reflects.] I ’ll do it thish way. [Aloud.] Lies, lies, 
good gentlemen. Why, I caught the shlave shtealing gold, and I 
pounded him, and murdered him, and put him in cliains. He hates 
me. W'^hat he shays can’t be true. [He seei'ctly hands Sthaimraka 
a bracelet, and, ichispers.] Sthavaraka, my little shon, my shlave, 
take thish and shay shomething different. 

Stluwaraka. [7'akcsit.] Look, gentlemen, look! VV'hy, he is trying 
to bribe me with gold. 

Sansthanaka. [Snatches the bracelet from him.] That s the gold that 
I put him in chains for. [Angrily.] I_.ook here, headsmen! I p\it 
him in charge of my gold-chest, and when he turned thief, 1 mur- 
dered him and pounded him. If you don’t believe it, jusht look 
at his back. 

Head-men. [Doitig so.] Yes, yes. When a servant is branded that 
way, no wonder lie tells tales. 

Sthavaraka. A curse on slavery! A slave convinces nobody. 
[Mournfully.] NoVrlc Charudatta, I have no further poM'er. [He 
falh at Charudatta's feet.] 

Charudatta. [M ournfully.] 

Rise, rise! Kind soul to good men fallen on pain! 

Brave friend who lendest such unselfish aid ! 
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Thy greatest toil to save me was in vain. 

For late would not. Thy duty now is paid. 31 

Ilcadumen. Beat your servant, master, and drive him away. 

Sanst kanaka. Out of the way, you! [He drwes St/uivaraka arvaij.] 
Come, headsmen, what are you waiting for? Kill him. 

Headsmen. Kill him yourself, if you are in a hurry. 

Rohasena. Oh, headsmen, kill me and let lather go free. 
Sansthrmaka. Yesh, shon and fatlier, kill them both. 

Charudatta. This fool miglit do anything, (io, my son, to your 
mother. 

Rohasena. And what should I do then ? 

Charud. Go with thy mother to a hermitjige; 

No moment, dear, delay; 

Lest of thy father’s fault thou reap the wage. 

And tread the selfsame way. 32 

And you, my friend, go with him. 

Maitreija. Oh, my friend, have you so known me as to think that 
I can live without you ? 

Charudatta. Not so, my friend. Your life is your own. You may 
not throw it away. 

Maitreifa. [yiside.] True. And yet I cannot live apart from my 
friend. And so, when I have taken the boy to his mother, 1 will 
follow my friend even in death. [Aloud.] Yes, my friend, I will 
take him to her at once. [He embraces Charudatta, t/um falls at 
his feet. Rohasena does the same, tveepin)<(.] 

Sansthanaka. T>ook here! Did n’t 1 tell you to kill Charudatta, and 
his shon, too? [At this, Charudatta betrays fear.] 

Headsmen. We have n’t any orders from the king to kill Charu- 
datta, and his son, too. llun away, boy, rutj away I [ They drive 
Rohasena aicay.] Here is the third place of proclamation. Beat the 
drum! [They proclaim the sentence a^dn.] 
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Sanst kanaka. [^i.svVfe] But tlie citizens don’t believe it. [^Aloud.} 
Charudatta, you jackanapes, the citizens don’t believe it. Shay it 
with your own tongue, “1 murdered Vasantasena.” [Charudatta rc- 
mainfi silent.'] I.ook here, headsmen ! The man won’t shpeak, the 
jackanapes Charudatta. Jusht make him slipeak. Beat him a few 
times with thish ragged bamboo, or with a chain. 

Goha. [liaises his arm to .strike.] Come, Charudatta, speak ! 
Charudatta. [Mournfully.] 

Now am I sunk so deep in sorrow’s sea, 

I know no fear, 1 know no sadness more; 

Yet even now one flame still tortures me, 

I'liat men sliould say I slew whom I adore. 33 
[SanMhanaka repeats his teords.] 

Charudatta. Men of my own city ! 

A scoundrel T, who bear the blame. 

Nor seek in heaven to be blest; 

A maid — or goddess — ’tis the same — 

But he will say the rest. (ix. 30) 

Sansthanaka. Killed her! 

Chm udatta. So be it. 

Goha. It ’s your turn to kill him, man. 

Ahmta. No, yours. 

Goha. VYell, let ’s reckon it out. [He doe.s .so at fp-ent length.] Well, 
if it ’s my turn to kill him, we will just let it wait a minute. 

/I hint a. Why? 

Goha. VYell, when my father was going to heaven, he said to me, 
“Son Coha, if it ’s your turn to kill him, don’t kill the sinner too 
quick.” 

Ahlnta. But why ? 

Goha. “ Perhaps,” said he, “some good man might give the money 
to set him free. Perhaps a son might be born to the king, and to 
celebrate tlie event, all the prisoners might be set free. Perhaps 
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an elephant might break loose, and the prisoner miglit escape in 
the excitement. Perhaps there might be a change of kings, and all 
the prisoners might be set free.” 

SamthSnaka. What? What? A change of kings? 

Go/m. W ell, let ’s reckon it out, whose turn it is. 

Sansthanalm. Oh, come ! Kill Charudatta at once. [7/c takes Stha- 
vara/ca, and ivithdrancs a littleJ] 

Headsmen. Noble C'harudatta, it is the king’s commandment that 
bears the blame, not we headsmen. Think then of what you needs 
must think. 

Charudatta. Though slandered by a cruel fsite. 

And stained by men of high estate. 

If that my virtue yet regarded be, 

Then she who dwells with gods above 
Or wheresoever else — my love — 

By her sweet nature wipe the stain from me! 34 
'Pell me. ^^’^hither would you have me go? 

Goha. {Pointing ahead.'\ Why, here is the southern burying- 
ground, and when a criminal sees that, he says good-by to life in 
a minute. For look! 

One half the corpse gaunt jackals rend and shake. 

And ply their horrid tsisk; 

One half still hangs impaled upon the stake. 

Loud laughter's grinning mask. 3,5 

Chartidatta. Alas! Ah, woe is me! [In /as affitatio?i /le sits doxvn.] 
Sanst/tana/ca. 1 won’t go yet. I ’ll jusht slice Charudatta killed. [He 
walks a/Hmt, i>azmi>.] Well, well! He shat down. 

Go/ta. Are you frightened, Charudatta? 

C/iarudatta. [Rism^' /;«,s7/7/y.] Fool! 

Death have I never feared, but blackened fame; 

My death were welcome, coming free from shame. 

As were a son, new-born to bear my name. 


( 27 ) 
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Goha. Noble Charudatta, the moon and the sun dwell in the vault 
of heaven, yet even they are overtaken by disaster. How mueh 
more, death-fearing creatures, and men! In this world, one rises 
only to fall, another falls only to rise again. But from him wdio has 
risen and falls, his body drops like a garment. Lay these thoughts 
to heart, and be strong. [7’o Ahmta.'\ Here is the fourth place of 
proclamation. liCt us proclaim the sentence. \_Thcy do no once 
a from. \ 

Chlirtidalia. Vasantasena! Oh, my beloved! 

From tby dear lips, tliat vied with coral’s red. 

Betraying teeth more bright than moonbeams fair. 

My sold with heaven’s nectar once was fed. 

How can I, helpless, taste that poison dread. 

To drink shame’s poisoned cup how can I bear? (13) 

{Enter, in great agitation, Vamntasenii and the Buddhist monk.'] 
Monk. Strange! My monkish life did me yeoman service when it 
proved neces.sary to comfort X’^asantasena, so untimely wearied, and 
to lead her on her way. Sister in Buddha, whither shaU 1 lead you? 
Easantasena. I’o the noble Charudatta’s house. Revive me with 
the sight of him, as the night- blooming water-lily is revived by 
the sight of the moon. 

Monk. {A-tide.] By wdiich road shall I enter? [He rejlect.'i.] ’I'he 
king’s highway — I’ll enter by that. Come, sister in Buddha! 
Here is the king’s highway. {IJstening.] But w’hat is this great 
tumult that I hear on the king’s highway ? 

f '^a.mntasena. [Looking before her.] Why, there is a great crow'd 
of people before us. Pray find out, sir, what it means. All Ujjayini 
tips to one side, as if the earth bore an uneven load. 

Goha. And here is the last place of proclamation. Beat the drum! 
Proclaim the sentence! [They do .vo.] Now, Charudatta, wait! 
Don’t be frightened. You w'ill be killed very tpiickly. 
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Charudatta. Ye blessed gods! 

Monk. In terror.^ Sister in Buddha, Ciiarudatta is being 

led to his death for murdering you. 

Fimintas'ena. [In fer?'or.] Alas! For my wretched sake the noble 
Charudatta put to death? Quick, quick! Oh, lead me thither! 
Monk. Hasten, oh, hasten, sister in Buddha, to comfort the noble 
Charudatta while he yet lives. Make way, gentlemen, make way! 
Ka.mntu.'icna. Make way, make way! 

Cloha. Noble Charudatta, it is the king’s commandment that bears 
the blame. Think then of wliat you needs must tiiink. 
Charudatta. Why waste words? 

'Fhougli slandered by a cruel fate, 
iVnd stained by men of high estate. 

If that rny virtue yet regarded be, 

'rhen she who dwells witli gods above 
Or wheresoever else -my love - 
By her sweet nature wipe the stain from me! (34) 

Croha. [IJrarving his swoi'd.] Noble Charudatta, lie flat and be 
quiet. With one stroke we will kill you and send you to heaven. 
[Charudatta dots so. Ooha raises his arm to strike. The szcord Jails 
Jrom his hand. ] VVdiat is this? 

I fiercely grasped within my hand 
My thunderbolt-appalling brand; 

Why did it fall upon the sand ? 36 

But since it did, 1 conclude that the noble Charudatta is not to 
die. Have mercy, O mighty goddess of the Sahya hills! If only 
Charudatta might be saved, then hadst thou sliown favor to our 
headsman caste. 

Almita. Let us do as we were ordered. 

Goha. Well, let us do it. [They make ready to impale Charudatla.)^ 
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ChUrud. Though slandered by a cruel fate, 

And stained by men of liigh estate, 

If that iny virtue yet regarded be, 

Then she wlio dwells with gods above 
Or wheresoever else — my love — 

By her sweet nature wipe the stein from me ! (34) 

Monk ami Vasantasenu. \^Percciving zv/iat is being done.^ Good 
geritlemen! Hold, hold! 

Vasaniasena. (iood gentlemen ! I am the wretch for whose sake 
he is put to death. 

Gohu. [Pcrcehing hcri] 

Who is the woman with the streaming hair 
That smites her shoulder, loosened from its bands ? 

She loudly calls upon us to forbear, 

And hastens hither with uplifted hands. 37 

Vasantmena. Oh, Chilrudatte! What docs it mean? \^She falls on 
his breast.] 

Monk. Oh, Charudatta! What does it mean? [//c /h/Zy at his feet.] 
Cioha. {_An.viously ttv/Z/r/rr/Tfi/wjig.] Vasantasenil ? - At least, we did 
not kill an innocent man. 

Monk. [^Rising.] Thank heaven! Charudatta lives. 

Goha. And shall live a hundred years! 

F asantasena. {•fayfulhj.] And 1 too am brought back to life again. 
Gohu. The king is at the place of sacrifice. I..et us report to him 
what has taken place. [ The two headsmen start to go axeay.] 
Sausthanuka. [Pereeives Fasautasena. In terror.] Goodnessh! who 
brought the shlave back to life? Thish is the end of me. Good! 
I’ll run away. [lie runs axeay.] 

Gohu. [Returning.] W ell, did n’t we have orders from the king to 
put the man to death who murdered Vhisantasena ? Eet us hunt 
for the king’s brother-in-law. [Plxennt the txco headsmen. 
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Chd,nidatta. [/» amazement.^ 

Who saves me from tlie uplifted weapon’s scorn, 

When in Death’s jaws 1 struggled all forlorn, 

A streaming cloud above the rainless corn ? 38 

[He gazes at her.~\ 

Is this Vasantasenil’s counterfeit? 

Or she herself, from heaven above descended ? 

Or do 1 but in madness see my sweet ? 

Or has her precious life not yet been ended ? 39 

Or again : Did she return from heaven, 

'riiat I might rescued be ? 

W as her form to another given? 

Is this that other she? 40 

J’^asantascna. [liises teaijully and Jails at his Jeet.^ O noble Cha- 
rudatta, I am indeed the wretch for whose sake you are fallen 
upon this unworthy plight. 

f’^okes behind the scenes. A miracle, a miracle! Vasanta.sena lives. 
[The bystanders repeat the xeords.] 

Chariidatta. [lAStens, then rises suddenly, embraces l''asantasena, 
and closes his eyes. In a xxnee trembling ’with emotion.^ My love! 
You are V'asantasena ! 

Vasantasena. ’I’hat same unhappy woman. 

Chariidatta. [dazes upon her. JoyJully.'\ (’an it be? V^a.santasena 
herself? [In utter happiness.'] 

Her bosom bathed in streaming tears. 

When in Death’s power J fell, 

Whence is she come to slay my fears, 

liike heavenly magic’s spell? 41 

Vasanta.sena! Oh, my beloved! 

Unto my body, whence the life was fleeting. 

And all for thee, thou knewest life to give. 

Oh, magic wonderful in lovers’ meeting! 

W'^hat power besides could make the dead man live? 42 
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But see, my beloved ! 

My blood-red garment seems a bridegroom’s cloak. 
Death's garland seems to me a bridal wreath ; 

My love is near. 

And marriage music seems the fatal stroke 
Of drums that heralded my instant death ; 

For she is here. 43 

Vasantasena. You with your utter kindliness, what can it be that 
you have done? 

Charudatta. My beloved, he said that I had killed you. 

For ancient liatred’s sake, my mighty foe, 
riell’s victim now, had almost laid me low. 44 

Vamnimena. [^Stopping her mr,v.] Heaven avert the omen ! It was 
he, the king’s brother-in-law, who killed me. 

Charudalta. \Pcrceiving the monk.] Hut who is this ? 

Vamnimena. When that unworthy wretch had killed me, this 
worthy man brought me back to life. 

Charudatta. Who are you, unselfish friend? 

Monk. You do not remember me, sir. 1 am that shampooer, who 
once was happy to rub your feet. When I fell into the hands of 
certain gamblers, this sister in Buddha, upon hearing that I had 
been your servant, bought my freedom with her jewels. There- 
upon I grew tired of the gambler’s life, and became a Buddhist 
monk. Now this lady made a mistake in her bullock-cart, and so 
came to the old gardeji Pushpakaranda. But when that unworthy 
wretch learned that she would not love him, he murdered her by 
strangling. And I found her there. 

Loud, xunees behind the seencfi. 

Unending victory to Shiva be, 

Who Daksha’s oflering foiled; 

And victory may Kiirttikeya see, 

\Anio Krauncha smote and spoiled; 
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And victory to Aryakii the king — 

His mighty foe he kills — 

Far over all the eartli’s expansive ring, 

That earth her joyous flag abroad may fling, 

The snowy banner of Kailiisa’s hills. 45 

[Knlcr hurriedly ShnrvUnlca.'\ 

Shan\ Yes, l*jllaka, the royal wretch, 1 slew. 

Anointing Aryaka good king and true; 

And now, like sacrificial flowers, 1 wed 
The king’s commandment to my bended head. 

To give sad Charudatta life anew. 40 

'riie foe wliose powers and friends had fled, he slew. 
Consoled and comforted his subjects true; 

And earth’s broad sovereignty lias gladly wed 
His power, and bent to him lier lowly head. 

Who toward his foe plays Indra’s part anew, 47 

[//c lookf! hef'orc hiw.\ Ah! There he will be found, where the 
people are thus gathered together. Oli, that this deed of King 
Aryaka might be crowned with the rescued life of noble Churu- 
datta ! \_IIe yuickenii hh steps. ] Make way, you rascals ! [/le discot'ers 
Charudattu. Joy fully.^ Is Charudatta yet living, and \\asantaseri.a? 
Truly, our sovereign’s wishes arc fulfilled. 

Now, thanks to heaven, from sorrow’s shoreless sea 
I see him saved by her he loved, set free 
liy tliat sweet bark, that knew her course to steer 
With virtue’s tackle and with giKidness’ gear. 

He seems the moon, whose light shines clear at last, 
When all the sad eclipse is overpast. 4S 

Vet how shall I approach him, who have so grievously sinned 
against him? But no! Honesty is always honorable. [He ap- 
proaches and folds his hands. Aloud.] O noble Charudatta! 
Charudatta. VVMio are you, sir ? 
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Sharvilaka. 1 forced your house in manner base, 

And stole the gems there left behind; 

But though this sin oppress my mind, 

I throw myself upon your grace. 49 

Charudatta. Not so, my friend. Thereby you showed your faith 
in me. [//f embraces /«?«.] 

Sharvilaka. And one thing more; 

The very noble Aryaka, 

I'o .save his family and name. 

Has slain the wretched Billaka, 

A victim at the altar’s flame. 50 

Charudatta. What say you ? 

ShaT'vilaka. ’T was your cart helped him on his way. 

Who .sought the shelter of your name; 

He slew King Palaka to-ilay, 

A victim at the altar's flame. 51 

Charudatta. Sharvilaka, did you set free that Aryaka, whom l*u- 
laka took from his hamlet, and confined without cause in the tower? 
Sluirvilaka. I did. 

Charudutta. 'Fhis is indeed most welcome tidings. 

Sharvilaka. Scarcely was your friend Aryaka established in I Ijja- 
yini, when he bestowed upon you the throne of Kushavati, on 
the bank of the V'’en[i. May you graciously receive this first token 
of his love. [He turns around.] Come, lead hither that rascal, that 
villain, the brother-in-law of the king! 

Voices behind the scenes. We will, Sharvilaka. 

Sharvilaka. Sir, King Aryaka declares that he won this kingdom 
through your virtues, and that you are therefore to have some 
benefit from it. 

Charudatta. 'fhe kingdom won through my virtues? 


Voices behind the scenes. Come on, brother-in-law of the king, and 
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reap the reward of your insolence. [^I^ntcr Sanstlidnaka, giutrdal, 
xvith his ha?ids tied behind his back.] 

Sansthdnaka. Goodnessh gracious! 

It came to pass, I ran away 
Ijike any ass, and had my day. 

I'hey drag me round, a prishoner, 

As if they ’d found a naughty cur. 52 

[He looks about him.] I'hey crowd around me, though I 'm a rela- 
tive of the king’s. To whom shall I go for help in my helplcssh- 
nessh? [He njlccts.] Good! I ’ll go to the man who gives help and 
shows mercy to the shuppliant. [He approtiches.] Noble Charu- 
datta, protect me, protect me! [He falls at his feet.] 

Voices behind the scenes. Noble C’hjXrudatta, leave him to us! let 
us kill him! 

Sansthdradm. [ To Chdrudatta.] O helper f)f the helplessh, protect 
me! 

Chdrudatta. [Mereifulhj.] Yes, yes. He who seeks protection shall 
be safe. 

Sharvilakn. [Impatientip.] Confound him! I'ake him away from 
Chariulatta ! [To Chdrudatta.] 'Pell me. What shall be done with 
the wretch ? 

Shall he be bound and dragged iintil he dies'? 

Shall dogs devour the scoundrel as he lies ? 

If he should be impaled, twoidd lie t\o blunder, 

Nor if we had the rascal sawn asunder. 53 

Chdrudatta. Will you do as I say? 

Sluu'vilaka. How can you doubt it? 

Sansthdnaka. Charudatta ! Mash ter! I shcek your protec*tion. Pro- 
tect me, protect me! Do sliomething worthy of yourshclf. I ’ll 
never do it again ! 

Voices of citizens behind the scenes. Kill him! Why should the 
wretch be allowed to live? 
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[^f^amntasena takes the garland of death from Charudattds neck, 
and throws it upon Sa7isthunuka.'\ 

Sansthanaka. You sliluve- wench, be merciful, be merciful! 1 ’ll 
never murder you again. Protect me! 

SharxiHuka. C’on\e, take him away! Noble Charudatta, say what 
shall be done with the wretch. 

Charudatta. Will you do as 1 say? 

ShanHaka. How can you doubt it? 

Charmiatta. lleally ? 

Shanrdaka. llcally. 

Charudatta. I'hen let him be immediately — 

Sharirdaku. Killed ? 

Charudatta. No, no! Set free. 

Sharvdaka. What for ? 

Charud. I'he humbled foe who seeks thine aid, 

'I’hou mayst not smite with steely l)lade — 
Sharvilaka. All right. AV"c muU liave the dogs eat him alive. 
Charudatta. No, no! 

He cruelty with kindne.ss ])aid. 54 

Shunyilaka. Wonflerful! What shall I do? Tell me, sir. 
Churudatta. \\'^liy, set him free. 

Shar~eilaka. It shall be done. 

Sansthanaka. Hooray! 1 breathe again. [lHwit, xoith the guards. 
Sharvilaka. Mistress Vasantasena, the king is pleased to bestow 
upon you the title “wedded wife.” 

Casantasena. Sir, 1 desire no more. 

Shariuhdm. [Places the veiC upon Casantnsena. To Charudatta.^ 
Sir, what shall l)e done for this monk ? 

Charudatta. Monk, w'hat do you most desire? 

Monk. WHien 1 see this example of the uncertainty of all things, 

^ A tokfn of Jionorabir marriage. Compare paf^e ()<>. 
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I am twice content to be a monk. 

Charudatta. Hi.s purj)ose is not to be changed, my friend. I..et him 
be appoiiited spiritual father over all the monasteries in the land. 
Sharvilaka. It shall be done. 

Monk. It is all that I desire. 

l^asantasena. Now I am indeed brought back to life. 

Shanildka. What shall be done for StluTvaraka ? 

Charudatta. Let the good fellow be given his freedom. liOt those 
headsmen be appointed chiefs of all the headsmen. 1 ^et Chandanaka 
be appointed chief of all the polic^e in the land. Let the brother- 
in-law of the king continue to act exactly as he acted in the past. 
Sharvilaka. It shall be done. Only that man leave him to me, 
and I ’ll kill him. 

Charudatta. He who seeks protection shall be safe. 

’Phe huml)led foe who seeks thine aid, 

'I'hou mayst not smite with .steely blade, 
lie cruelty with kindness paid. (54) 

Sharvilaka. ’Phen tell me what 1 may yet do for you. 

Charudatta. Can there be more than this? 

1 kept unstained my virtue’s even Avorth, 

Granted my enemy his abject suit; 

Friend Aryaka destroyed his focman’s root. 

And rules a king o’er all the steadfast earth. 

’I’his dear-loA'ed maiden is at last mine OAvn, 

And you united with me as a friend. 

And shall I ask for f'urther mercies, shown 

To me, who cannot .sound these mercies’ end ? .58 

Fate plays with us like buckets at the w^ell. 

Where one is filled, and one an empty shell. 

Where one is rising, Avhile another falls; 

And shoAvs hoAv life is change — noAv heaven, now hell. 59 
Yet may the wishes of our epilogue be fulfilled. 
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EP11.0(;iJE 

May kine yield streaming milk, the earth her giain, 
And may the heaven give never-failing rain, 

'Fhe winds waft happiness to all that breathes, 

And all that lives, live free from every pain. 

In paths of righteousness may llrahmans tread, 

And high esteem their high deserving wed; 

May kings in justice' ways be ever led. 

And earth, submissive, bend her grateful head. 

{Exeunt ow/uw.] 



A LIST OF PASSAGES 

IN WHICH THE TRANSLATION DEPARTS FROM PARAB’s TEX r 


35.16 : Here nirmltah is apparently a mere misprint for nirjUdh, 

45.11 : Tlie addition of utthedha tti seems almost necessary. 

53.10; 54.9; 55.11; 62.7; 66.7 : In these ptissages I have substituted ‘^sharn- 
pooer"’ for ‘‘gambler,’' to prevent confusion of the shampooer with the un- 
named gambler. 

57.18 : I have added the stage-direction d?/utiihmimafj(Iartfk krtvd, 

67.5 : Read kam for kirn. 

72.9 : Read ajjo bundhuanam samasmMdiim for Parab's ajja band/iiiano 
mmdu. 

73.5 : We should probably read hlhaccham (hlbhaimm) for vihcdtham. 

87.3 : The words cikitsdm krtvd seem to 1 k> part of the text, not of the stage- 
direction. 

97.13 : I regard naijasija as one word, not two (;?« ynsya), 

100.12 : Read rakmii for l ak.sydn, 

114.5: Read naarmidri- for iiarandrh. 

125.8-11 : These lines I have omitted. 

126.4 : Read acriiana- {Cleary a-) for nccharldl-, 

170.8 : Read eka- for ckd-. 

178.11 : Read luidiUiamdnao for vaddhmndrma. 

184.9 : Read a {ca) for ka, 

217.15: Whatever ^avodiath may l>e, I have translated it in accordance with 
Lalladiksita’s gloss, ,s(wcdikam, 

226.2 : Apparently k/iala- is a misprint for khana-. 

238.10 : Read -riiriram foi* -nu itavi. 

259.16 : Read udviksya for luh'tjya. 

262.4 : Read -hJuyanam for -hhqjanam, 

262.14 : Read padkrM^ ( pratUiam) for padurhidiim, 

265.6 : Read iviiyd for mayd, 

284.14 : 'riie words atha vd plainly belong to the text, not to the stage-direction. 
287.2: I bike paurdh as |mrt of the stage-direction. 

288.3-292.9 : This passage I liave omitted: compare page xii. 
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VoidiME I, — The Jataka-mala: or IRKlliisattva-avaclana-nulla, by 

AryM-Vura ; edited l)y llF.NnuiK Kfun, Profi'ssor in llu* University of Leiden, 
Netherlands. 1S91. Roy«‘iI 8vo, bound in cloth, xiv-bJ^'^1^ pages, price Ji5L5(). 

'this is tlu‘ editio prineeps of a eolle<dion of Buddhist storii .s in Sanskrit. I'lu* text is printed in 
Niig’ari (‘harar'ters. An English Iranslaliori of this work, hy Professor Speyer, has beep pub- 
lished in Professor Max Muller’s Sacred Hooks of the Hiuldhists, London, Henry Frowde, 

CoLikME 11. "ilie Sunikhya-pravaeana-bhasya: or Commentary 

on the exposition of the Sankhva jihilosophy, by V ijhana-bhiksii ; ediU‘d l>y 
liif'irAHi) CiAHHK, Professor in tlie University of Tiibingen. 1895. Royal 8vi>, 
boTind in buckram, xiv-f-19b pages, pritx* SI .50. 

This volmne <’<mtain.s the original Sanskrit l<‘xt of the Siinkliya A[)lK>risins and of Vijhana’s 
Conunent;iry. all printed in Roman letters. H is of t speeial iiileresl in tliat V'^i.jhiina, not ae- 
<*epting tlu* atheist ie doctrine of the original Sankhya, here <'omes out as a dtdV-nder of down- 
right theism. A German translation of the whole work was piilrlished by Professor Garbe in 
\\\c^ Ahhandlungeti fiir die Kirnde, des Morgettlarides, vol. ix., Leipzig, I>ro(‘khatis, iSSJl. “In 
wSpiteofall tlie false assmnptif>ns and the <‘rrors of whieh Vijnana-bhiksu is undr>ubledly guilty, 
his Commentary ... is after all the one and only work whit h instructs us eorua rning many 
particulars of the doctrines of wliat is, in my estimation, the most signihcanl system of ]>hi- 
losophy that India has produced.” - /if //Vo /-'.v T reface. 

\'oLUMi: III.- liuddhism in Translations, lly Henry Clarke 

Wakkkv. 189(). 8vo, bne kram, xx-f 5^-J() pages, prict' i*>L$2(). 

'fljis is a seri<*s of extracts from Iktii writings, done into English, and so arraagtal as to giva? 
a general idea of Ceylonese Buddhism. The wrwk <‘onsists of ov<*r a hundred selections, cou)- 
prised in five chapters of about one hundre<I pages each. Of thesr^, chapters ii., iii., and iv. are 
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on Buddhist doctrine, and concern themselves respectively with the philosophical conceptions 
that underlie the Buddhist religious system, with the do<*trine of Karma and rebirth, and with 
the scheme of salvation from misery- Chapter i. gives the account of the previous existences 
of Gotama Buddha and of his life in the last existence up to the atUiinment of Buddhaship; 
while the sections of chapter v. arc about Buddhist monastic* life. 

Volume IV. — llaja-^ekhara’s Karpfira-inanjari, a drama by the 
Indian ptx^t liaja-Cj'ckhara (about 900 a. ix): critically edited in the original 
Prakrit, with a glossarial index and an essay on the life and writings of the 
poet, by Dr. Stkx Konow, of the University of Christiania, Norway; and trans- 
lated into English with notes by Professor Lanmax. 1901. Royal 8vo, buck- 
ram, xxviii4*^^b9 pages, price $1.50. 

Here Ibr the first time in the history of Indian philology wc have the text of a Prakrit play 
presented to us in strictly (torrcc-l Prakrit. Dr. Konow is a pupil of Professor Pischel of Berlin, 
whose Prakrit grammar has made his authority upon this subject of the very liighest. The 
proofs have had the benefit of Professor Pischefs revision. The importance of the play is pri- 
marily linguistic rather than literary. 

Volumes V. AND VI. — The Brhad-Devata, attributed to (^'aunaka, 
a summary of the deities and myths of the Rig- Veda; critically edited in the 
original Sanski*it with an introduction and seven appendices, and translated 
into English with critical and illustralive notes, by Ain’HUH A. Maodoxkll, 
Roden Professor of Sanskrit in the University of Oxford, and Fellow of Balliol 
College. 1904. Royal 8vo, buckram, xxxvi 4-198 andxvi-f 834 pages, price per 
volume $1 .50. 

Volume V. (or Part 1.) contains the introduction and text and appendices. Volume VI. (or Part 
II.) contains the translation and notes. The arrangement of the material in two volumes is such 
that the student can have the text of any given passage, together with the translation of that 
passage and the critical apparatus and the illustrative notes thereto appurtenant, all opened 
out before his eyes at omi time, without having constantly to turn from one part of the volume 
to another, as is necessary with the usual arrangement of such matter. 

V^oidiMES V^Il. AND VI 11.- Atliarva-Vcda Saihhita, translated, 
with H critical and exegctical commentary, by William Dvvicurr WuriNKY, late 
Professor of Sanskrit in Yale University- Revised and brought nearer to eoni- 
[)letion and edited l)v CiiAm.Ks Rockwkll I^anman, Professor of Sanskrit in 
Harvard University. 1905. Royal 8vo, buckram, clxii-hl044 ( = 1206) pages, 
price of the two vol nines $5.00. 

This work includes, in the first place, critical notes upon the text, giving the various readings 
of the manuscripts, and not alone of those collated by Whitney in Europe, but also of those 
of the apparatus used by S. P. Pandit in the great Bombay edition. Second, the readings of 
the Paippalada or Cashmere version, furnished by the late Professor Roth. E\irther, nolit'e of 
the corresponding passages in all the other Vedie texts, with report of the various readings. 
Further, the data of the Hindu scholiast respecting authorship, divinity, and meter of each 
verst;. Also, references to the ancillary literature, t'spceially to the well-edited Kau(;ika and 
Vaitiina Sutras, with account of the ritualistic use therein made of the hymns or parts of hymns, 
so far as this appears to east any light upon their meaning. Also, extracts from the printed 
commentary. And, finally, a simple literal translation, with introduetion and indic*es. Prefixed 
to the work proper is an elaborate critical and historical introduction. 



Volume IX. — The Little Clay Cart (Mrcchakatika), a Hindu 

drama attributed to King Shudraka, translated from the original Sanskrit and 
Prakrits into English prose and verse by Arthur William Ryder, Ph. D., 
Instructor in Sanskrit in Harvard University. 1905. Royal 8vo, buckrani, xxx 
+ 177 pages, price $1.50. 

Volume X. — A Vedic Concordance: being an alphabetic index 

to every line of every stanza of every hymn of the pulilished Vedic literature, 

and to every sacrificial and ritual formula thereof. Ry AIaiumck Ri.oomkieli), 

Professor of Sanskrit and Comparative Pliilology in Jolins Hopkins University. 

The work, with whicii Blooiriiield has been busy for over a dozen years, will form a royal 
quarto of about 1100 pages. Of these, fully 800 are already printed (June, 100.5); the <*oru- 
pletely revised inanus(‘ript of the remainder is at the press ; and it is hoped tliat the printing 
will be finished soon aft<*r Jan. 1, 1006. For an ae(‘ount of the work, see the last page of vol, iv. 
of this Series. The Concordance will serve as a register of the varktas ieclionk for the texts 
of the V^edic literature, and thu.s prove to be an auxiliary of the very first iinporlanee in the 
work of making new editions of the Vedie texts ; and many subsidiary uses of Bloomfield’s col - 
lecti(jns will suggest theiriselve.s to scholars. 

In Phepahation 

No promise of a dejinite time for the annplethm and appearance of a ftp of the following 
works will under anp cireumstanecs be given; ihep are nevertheless in such a stale of ad- 
vancement that some pidilic announcement concerning them 7nap proper Ip be made. 

Ruddlui-gliosa’s W^ay of I’lirity ( Fixu(li//ii-m a systematic 

tmitisc of Hiuldliist docfriiu! by Uuddha-ghosrt (aljoiit 400 a. i>.): fritically 
fditfd ill the original Pali liy tlie late Uknry ( ’i.arkk VVahkkn, of Cambriilge, 

M MSSHchu setts. 

The “Way of Purity,” which has been for fifteen centuries one of the “books of power” in 
the East, is, as C!hilders says, “a truly great work, written in terse and lucid language, and slutw- 
ing a marvelous grasp of the suttject.” Mr. Warren published an elaborate analysis of the en- 
tire treatise in the Joitrtial of tJa; /*dli Trj't i>oekfp for ISOI-9’^^ pages T6 I6i. llis plan wasm 
issue a scholarly edition of the Pali text of the work, with full but w^ell-sifUal critical a|)paratns, 
a complete English translation, an index of names, and other useful appendices, and to trace 
back to their sources all the quotations whieli Buddha-ghosa constantly makes from the writ- 
ings of his predecessors, 'fhe text, it i.s hoped, may be published without too much 1‘urtlier 
labor on the part of the editor of the Series. 

Mr. Warren died in January, 1869, in the forty-fifth year of his age. Accounts of his life and 
work may be found in the (New York) Notion for Jan. li^ 1899; in the Jlorrord Graduates 
Maf/ozine for Marcli, 1899; in the Journal if the. lioijai ^Ishitir i^ocwly for April, 1899 (witli a 
list of his writings); in the (Chicago) Open Court for June, 1899;oriii the Journal of the Amer- 
ican Oriental Society., vol. xx., second half. 

Buddha-ghosfi's Way of Purity, a systematic treatise of Buddhist 
doctrine, translated into English from the original Pali of H. C, VVarrenV 
edition, by the late Hkxbv (a.AUKE Waurkn and ( -ifAiiLKs Ko(’Kwkli, I^anmaw 
Mr. Warren had made a large part (about one third) of the translation. With this part as a 



help and guide, the editor of the Series hopes to complete the version Jiiid to publish it as soon 
as is feasible. The text and translation will perhaps take three or four volumes. 

'the Pancha-taritra, according to the recension of the Jaina monk 
Purna-bhadra (aVxiut liiOO a.u.)> eritically edited in the original Sanskrit by 
Dr. JoHAXXKs of the Royal Gyiniuisiuin of Doebeln iti Saxony, and 

Dr. UienAiii> Schmidt, of the University of Halle. 

The basis of Dcx lor Sehrnidt’s ex<*eneut version of the Paiieha-tantra was a text prepared by 
him from sevf*ral European manuscripts. In the meantime, D(H!tor Ilertel has procured a very 
large amount of manuscript material from India, chiefly from Poona, has subjected the same 
to searching critical study, and is embodying his re.siilts, so l^r as they concern the actual 
readings, in a thorough revision of the printer’s copy of the text. The other results of his 
labors have been published in several periodicals, espec ially the i>erichte der lidn. Sdchshchen 
Oendhehaft dtr ir/,s\sY'//.yr//f//^m for April, 1902, and in recent voluint's of the Zdlschrift der 
Dmfschen yiorijenUrndischen Oesdlsehnff (Ivi., Ivii., Iviii., lix.). The C^’iirada-MS., numbered viii. 

I Isi in the Catalogue of the Deeean College MSS. and containing the Tanlra-akhyayika or 
Kashmirian recension of the l*anc*ha-lantra, has proved to be of such great importance for 
the hislor}' of this branch of Sanskrit literature that Doctor Hcrtcl has published it {u4hhand- 
luMjenof tlie Saxon Society, vol. xxii., 1904), not as a definitive text-edition, but as part of 
a literary-historical investigation and as one of the essential preliminaries for the edition of 
Piirna-bhadra’s rcc’ension to bo issued in the Harvard Series. It ajipears that tlie last-named 
reeension is a fusion of the Tantra-akhy iiyika find the so-called Textus Siiii})lieior of the Paneha- 
tantra. 

The l*ancha-tantra, translated into English from the o)iginai 

Sanskrit of tlic recension of Purna-bhadra, by PAtiE Klmeu Moii>% sonictiine 
Assistant in Sanskrit in Harvard Univer.si ty, now of the Editorial Staff of the 
AVrc’ J o/Vr Kv cuing' Post, 

This version, prepar<;d several years ago from Doc'tor Schmidt's manuscript copy by Mr. More, 
has yet to be so revised as to bring it into conformity wutli the meatilirne thoroughly revised 
text of Purna-bliadra's recension. Apart from the inlrinsie interest and merit of the stories of 
which the Pancha-tanlra consists, this translation makes an especial appeal to stuiients of 
Indian antiquities, of folk-lore, and of the history of popular tales. 

History of the Heast-fablc of India, with especial reference to the 
Panclia-tantra and to the related literature of Southwesterti Asia and of Me- 
dieval Eviroj>e, by Dr. Jouaknes IIertei. of the Koval Gyninasiuin of Doebeln 
in Saxon V. 

Although this volume is primarily designed to be an introdu(*tion to Purna-bhadra’s Paneha- 
tantra, ils .s<*ope is nevertheless such that it may with propriety be enlitkrd a History of the 
Beast fable of India. The definitive arrangement of the material i.s not yet settled, but the gen- 
eral plan may be given under six licadings. 

I. Brief outline of the incidents (fl‘ each story, togeiher with a reference for each story to its 
preci.se place in the original Sanskrit text, the method of citation to be such that the .same 
reference will apply w'ith equal faeility to either the text or the translation or the apparatus 
eritieiis or the c-omnieutary. 

II. 'IVibular eonspcc lus of strophes and stories contained in forms of the Pancha-tantra 
anterior to Purna-bhadra. 

ni. A]>paratus criticus. J. Aecoiint of the MSS, collated. 2. A piece of the text printed in 
several parallel forms side by side (Tantra-ilkhyayika, Simplicior, Ornatior) as a speeimen, 
to illustrate ttie refit ivi* value of the several M.SS. and Piirna- bhadra’s way of constructing his 
recension, .i. Headings of the MSS. Bh, bh. A, P, p, etc. 
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IV. Introduolioii to the text of Purna-bhadra. A. First part, extending to the death, in ISSJ, 
of Benfey. 1. Editions: Kosegarten’s ; Kielhorn-Biihler’s ; other Indian editions, i?. Transla 
tioiis:of Jknifey, f^ancereau, Pavolini, Fritze, Galanos. 3. Semitic rccen.sions and tlieir etllnxes. 
4. Benfey ’s results as contained in his Pantifchatantra of 1859 and his Introduction to Biekelfs 
Old wSyriac Kalihuj und Jhimnag of 1876*. B. Sec*ond part, from the death of Bentey. 5. Bil)li 
ography of the various treatises. 6. History of the Sanskrit Pan clia-t antra. Form, age, and naint' 
of the original Paneha-tanlra, 7. 'fhe Brahnianical recensions of tlie work: Gunadhya, Nepa- 
lese fragment, etc.; Tantra-akhyayika ; Southern Pancha-tantra. H. Jaina recensions; so-calhal 
Simplic'ior, its age, etc.; so-called Oriiatior, author, age, etc.; Megha-vijaya ; later recensions; 
mixed recensions. 9. Buddhist recension, Tantra-akhyana. 

V. Notes to the several stories of Puriia-bhadra’s text. Parallels in the Jataka, etc . Refer- 
ences to Benfey. 

VI. Indices, 1. Of names. Of things. 3. Of verses, i. Of meters. 

The (^^akuntula, a Hindu drama by Kalidasa: the Bengali recension 

critically edittxi in tho ongfinal Sanskrit and Prakrits by Rh’haiu) Pis(’iii:l, 
Professor of Sanskrit in the l lniversity of Berlin. 

Thirty year.s ago Pischel made his first edition of this master-piece of the Miiidn drama. Mean- 
time he has pnhlislicd, as a very important ])art of the Buhlcr-Kiclliorn (trunUriss dur Indo- 
Arm'hen Phdofof/h:, his elaborate (i ntmnuUik der Prakrit Sitrarhrn. In lh(‘ way of cx|)crk‘iu e 
and study, thcrelore, his equipment as an editor of this play is peculiarly complete. As for the 
externals of paper and print and binding, it is inteiuied that this edition shall be got up in a 
manner to correspond with its .scholarly character and with the intrinsic merit of the play; and 
it is to be sold at a very moderate priee. 

'the (,"a,kuiitala., translated into English from tlie edition of I’ro- 

fessor Pischcl, with tin excgetical and illustrative (omiuontMry, by Ahthur VVil- 

r.lAM IlVDEK. 

Whereas Dr. Ryder’s version of The Little Clay Cart (vol. ix. of this Series) wms primarily a 
literary one and aimed to avoid technicaliii<‘s, his work upon the (^'akimtalii is ju-imarily philo - 
logii-al, and of it the technical <*ommentary is an »;sseiJitial part. In this comment lie hop«‘S to 
include the most or all that is of substantive iinportancc in the t>l>servatiou.s of his predi*c*essoi’s 
w'hother Occidental or Hindu; to treat the relation of the .subjecl iuattcr of tlie play to the 
older forms thereof as seen in the Kpo^^ die Jiitaka; to bring out the doubU* meanings ami 
the various other Hindu “embellishments” of the play; to note the parallelisms in poetic 
thought or diction or tec hnique betwa‘cn the C^:akuntal;i and the other works of Kalidasa and 
of the Indian iiterature ; to illustrate the allusions to the mythology and antiquities of India by 
citations translated from th<* b<'St native authorities; to show^ throughout, the n lalion of this 
play as a w'ork of art to the Hindu canons of dramaturgy; and at least to assemble the data 
for the solution of the inqiortant critical question whether tfie Cakuntala may not liave served 
as the model play upon which the earlier of tho.se canons were based. 

The Coiiinientary (Yoga-hluishya) on Patan jali’s apliorisnis of the 

Yoo;‘i pliilosopliy, translatml from tin* original Sanskrit into l^jjglisli, with in- 
dices of (juotationsand of philosophical t(‘rnis, by Dr. James I lAraarmx Woods, 
Instructor in riiilosopliy in Harvard University. 

Of the six great pliilosophU'al systems of India, we can hardly say that more than two, the 
Siinkhya and the Vediinta, have been made ac<-essil)le to Oecidental stmh nts by translations 
of authoritative Sanskrit works. For Shankara's Comment on the aphorisms of the Vedanta 
system, we have Ih usserrs translation into German and Tliibaut’s into English. For the San- 
khya, w'C are. indebted to tlie labors of Wilson and Garhe and Ganganath Jha for versions of 
the Karikaand of the Tattva kaumiuli. The Yoga system is (confessedly next in importance; 
and the Yoga-bhashya, asc ribed to Vyasa, is the best and most thorough exposition of its fun- 
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daniental doctrines. It is also the oldest ; Garbe refers it to the seventh century of our era, and 
the evidence adduced by Takakusu of Tokyo may prove it to be (‘onsiderably earlier. 

In the preparation of his translation. Dr. Woods has had the benefit of Deussen’s criticism ; 
and he has revised his work under the oversight of Gang^hara Shastrin and of his pupils in 
Benares; and he has consbintly consulted Viw*haspatimi<^'ra’s sub-corament on the Yoga-bhar- 
shya, and, as occasion required, the Yoga-varttika of Vijiiana-bhikshu and other works of 
more modern scholiasts. It is hoped that this work will throw light upon the early history of 
the Maha-yana school of Buddhism. 

The Talav tikara or Jriimiinya Briihmana of the Sama V^eda: criti- 
cally edited in the original Sanskrit, with a translation into English, by Hanks 
Oektki., Professor of I linguistics and Comparative Philology in Yale University. 

In 1877, A. C. Burnell brought this Brahmana to the notice of Kuropean sc'holars. Soon alter, 
he procured manuscripts, and turned them over to Professor Whitney. With the aid of pupils. 
Whitney made a transliterated eopy of one, and himself collated the copy with the others. 
SiiKc 1H9J, off and on, Oertel has b<‘en at work upon the restoration of the corrupt text of this 
Brahmana, and has publislied considerable parts of it in the Jourmil of the American Oriental 
Society (vofs xv., xvi., xviii., xix., xxiii., and xxvi.) and elsewhere. It is his intention to add 
to his translation systematiij references to the parallel passages from the other Brahmanas. 



Books for the Study of Indo-Iranian Languages 

(Sanskrit, Prakrit, l*ali, Avestan) 

Literatures, Religions, and Antiquities 

Published by Messrs. Ginn Company 

Boston, New York, Chicago, and Tendon 

Whitney’s Sanskrit Gramniar. A Sanskrit Grammar, including 

both the cl/issical iMiigaage, and tlie older dialects, of V eda and BnXhniana. By 
William Dwight Wiin xEY', [latej Professor of Sjinskrit and Comparative Phi- 
lology in Yale IJiiiversity. Third (r(*{)rinted from the second, revised and ex- 
tended) edition. 1896. 8vo. xxvi-f55J^ pages. Cloth: Mailing priee, 

Paper: %2.90. 

Cappeller’s Sanskrit- English Dictionary. A Sanskrit-English Dic- 
tionary. Based upon the St. Peterslnirg Lexicons. By Caki, Cappkllkh, Professor 
at the University of Jena. Royal 8vo. Cloth. viii-p67i^ 

lainman’s Sanskrit Reader. A Sanskrit Reader: witli Yoc^abulary 
and Notes. By Charlks Ro(’kwi:ll 1.*a\man% Professor of Sanskilt in Harvard 
Uiiiversity, For use in colleges and for private study. Royal 8vo. Complete : 
Text, Notes, and Yocabulary, xxiv + J()5 j)ages. (^lotli: Mailing priee, $S.()0. 

alone, for use in examinations, 106 pages. Cloth: Mailing priet‘, 85 cents. 
Note,s alone, viii-f-109 pages, (doth: Mailing price, 85 c'ents. 

This Reader is eonstriieted with special refercnc*e to the needs of those who have to use it with- 
out a teac'her. The text is in Oriental charaders. The seleetioiis arc froiii tlie Maha-bhiirata, 
Hitopade<^*a, Katha-sarit-sagara, Laws of Manu, the Rigveda, the Brahrnaiias, and the Siitras. 
The Sanskrit words of the Notes and Vocabulary are in English letters. The NoUvs render 
ample assistance in the interpretation of diirieiili passages. 

Sanskrit Text in English Getters. Parts of Nala and lIitopadc(;a 
in F^iiglish 1 Adttjrs. Prepared liy Chaki.ks R. Lanman. Royid 8vo. Pa|)er. vi-|-44 
pages. Mailing price, 80 cents. 

The Sanskrit text of the first forty-four pages of Laiiman’s Reader, reprifitcd in English char- 
acters. 

Perry’s Sanskrit Primer. A Sanskrit Primer: based on the Ijcit- 
fiulen^fiir Klcmentamirsus des Sanskrit of Prof. Georg Itiihlcr of Vienna. 
By Edward Dklavax Pkrry% Professor of Greek in Columbia University, New 
York. 1885. 8vo. xii-|-230 pages. Mailing priee, $1.60. 



Kaegi's Rigveda. The Rigveda : the Oldest 1 literature of the I ndians. 
By A dolf Kakoi, Professor in the Ihiiversity of Ziirieh. Authorized translation 
[from the German], with additions to the notes, by Boreut Arrowsmitic, Ph.l), 
1886. 8 VO. Cloth. viii + lOH pages. Mailing price, SI .65. 

Hopkins’s Religions of India. The Religions of India. By Edwakd 
W ASHRi’jtx lIoi'Kixs, Profi‘ssor of Sanskrit in Yale University. 1895. l^nio. 
Cloth, xvi+612 pages. Mailing price, $^^.520. 

This is the first of Professor Morris Jastrow's Series of Handbooks on the History of Religions. 
'File book gives an at‘eoinit of the religions of India in the ehronologieal order of their devel- 
opment. Extraets are given from V'et}ie, Brahinaiiie, Jain, Buddhistie, and later sectarian lit- 
eraturt's. 


Jackson s A v esta Reader. A vesta Reader: First Series. Easier texts, 
notes, and vocahulary. By A. V. Williams Jacksont. 1898. 8vo. Cloth, viii-f 112 
pages. Mailing }>rice, $1.85, 

The selections include passages from Yasna, Visparad, Yashts, and Vendidad, and the text 
is based on Geldner’s edition. The book is intended for beginners. 
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